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	1. Caecus

**TITLE: A Conflict of Interest**

**CHAPTER: Caecus (Blind)**

**SUMMARY: **_Astrid Hofferson is an up and coming lawyer, working her way to a partnership at her firm. She meets and connects with someone from her past, a man who disappeared six years ago to live life as an environmentalist. Now he's back to fight major corporations head on. A modern Hiccstrid fic._

**DISCLAIMER: I do not own **_**How to Train Your Dragon,**_** or any of its intellectual property. I am not affiliated with Dreamworks Animation or Cressida Cowell.**

**BEFOREWORD: This is a modern fic, but is entirely unrelated to **_**Against the Odds**_**. I hope you enjoy! :)**

* * *

><p>Astrid paused, fingers hovering over the keyboard. She wrinkled her nose, staring at her laptop screen in mild distaste. There was nothing wrong with what she had written. Actually, it was quite… befitting the situation. But perhaps a bit impersonal. And besides, the recipient would never reply. She leaned back in her chair, tilting it as she did, the springs and wheels squeaking. She narrowed her eyes, and decided that a frontal attack would be a better solution. She grabbed her phone off the desk and found the number in her contacts. She listened to it ring, before finally reaching the voicemail.<p>

"_Ruffnut_ Thorston," she said after the beep, sitting forward and placing a hand on her knee, "Call me back. Now."

She hung up, staring at her phone for a moment before releasing a frustrated moan. Of course. _Of course_ Ruffnut was refusing her calls. The woman was insufferable, and was, of course, up to her schemes again. But why this? Why a blind date?

Her friend was not someone who was interested in relationships, not the romantic kind, at least. Why the sudden interest in _her_ love life?

She heard the beep of her coffee machine go off, and spun her chair around, standing, and walking the short distance to her kitchen. She poured herself a cup, taking a sip.

Yes… this is exactly what she needed. At least now if Ruffnut _did_ call her, she'd have a level head. She glanced at the clock. 5:59; with a comprehensive nod, she realized in part why Ruffnut did not answer her call. She walked back to her desk and sat down. Her email was still up on the screen. She deleted the draft and opened up her casefiles. A few minutes later the toaster rang, and she stood and grabbed the waffle from it, sitting back down and munching quietly as she read over the files.

At quarter of seven, she donned her jacket and heels and left her apartment. The doorman made another attempt at a good morning, but she was in too much of a hurry to pay any attention. She entered a coffee shop located conveniently between her apartment complex and her place of work, and got in line. When she got her second cup of coffee, this one pumpkin spice, and left, it was already 7:30. She had half an hour before she needed to get to work.

She hurried down the street, taking a sip and tugging her jacket closer. She didn't have time to actually zip it up. In early October, the weather was still warm—but at this time of day, and with this breeze, it felt colder than it was. She took another sip, her other hand occupied with her briefcase, and heard her phone buzzing in her purse. "Damn…" she muttered, glancing at her watch. 7:42. Still walking, she tucked her briefcase under her arm and began digging in her purse. "This better be Ruffnut," she muttered to herself as she searched.

She felt something slam into her, and then pain as her coffee's lid loosened and fell, spilling hot coffee over her chest. Her briefcase dropped out from under her arm. "Hey!" she shouted, staring down at her ruined blouse, "What the hell?"

"Sorry!" came the voice of a man, and she looked up to see a wild homeless looking man bending over and picking up her briefcase, brushing it off. "I wasn't looking where I was going and—"

"Give me that!" she said, grabbing the briefcase from him. "Look, you want money or something? Is this what your lot is resorting to?"

The man paused, confused green eyes behind a thick russet beard. "My lot?" he asked.

"Here," she said, dropping the empty coffee cup in a nearby trashcan. She leaned her briefcase against her legs and took out her wallet, drawing out a buck. She offered it to the man.

He looked at the money, before looking down at her, amused. "You think I'm homeless or something?"

"Aren't you?" she asked, raising her eyebrows.

He leaned back on his heels. "You're… You're Astrid Hofferson, right?"

Her hand retracted slightly, and she gave him a wary glance, "And who the hell are you?"

"You don't recognize me?" he asked.

"Why the hell would I recognize you?" she demanded. "Look, are you going to take the money, or not?"

His eyebrows rose, and he smiled slightly, revealing white but slightly crooked teeth. "You don't recognize me," he answered.

"Fine," she said, "Just trying to help." She stuffed the dollar bill and wallet back in her purse and picked up her briefcase. "Now, if you excuse me, I'm late for a meeting, and you've already ruined what was already a bad day."

"You dropped this," he said, leaning down and picking up the coffee lid as she brushed by.

She paid him no heed, continuing down the sidewalk. She glanced at her watch. 7:53. _Damn._ She speed walked through the front doors of the lobby, and took the elevator to the fifth floor. She stepped out into the bustle, realizing that she was late, and headed to her cubicle. She placed her purse and briefcase on the desk, and drew out her laptop. There didn't seem to be any major damage. She sighed in relief.

Looking down at her silk blouse, she realized she would have to change her shirt. She took off her jacket, now fervently wishing she had zipped it up, and hung it on the hook, her scarf joining it a few seconds later. She took her phone out of her purse and saw that it was a string of texts from Ruffnut. The wording and emoticons were perverse at best, explaining just what Ruffnut was expecting the outcome of tonight's date to be. Rolling her eyes, Astrid practically threw the phone into a corner of her desk.

"Hey," a smooth voice said from the hallway. "What happened to _you?"_

"Homeless jerk," Astrid said, "Do you have something I can borrow?"

"Yeah," Heather said, leaning against the wall of the cubicle. "I'm guessing you're having a bad day?"

"And it's barely started," Astrid muttered, sitting down and plugging her laptop in. She turned on her desk computer, and then drew out the files from her briefcase. "The shirt, Heather?"

"Right," Heather said, "Come on."

Astrid followed her out of the cubicle and down the hall to Heather's, who went inside and came out with a light blue blouse. "Doesn't really go with this suit," Astrid said, taking it.

"Beggars can't be choosers," Heather shrugged.

Astrid nodded and left for the ladies room, changing quickly and then heading back to her cubicle. She had exactly four minutes until the morning meeting. She sat down in her chair and began looking through her notes for the third time that day.

"So," Heather's voice could be heard from the cubicle opening. "Feel like getting drinks tonight?"

"Can't," came Astrid's curt reply. "I've got a date."

"A date?" Heather's voice was both intrigued and surprised. "With who?"

"Hell if I know," Astrid said with a shrug that did not convey an indifferent composure as intended. "An old friend set us up."

"A blind date?" Heather seemed amused. "So unlike you."

Astrid chuckled, leaning back in her seat, "I don't even know his name—only that he _is_ a he. Ruffnut emailed me last night saying she made reservations for us at the _Doux Chuchotement."_

"Fancy," Heather said, intrigued. "He must be wealthy. Lucky you."

"You know better than anyone I'm not looking for a relationship at the moment," Astrid said. She gathered her notes, files and laptop into her arms and walked out of the cubicle towards the conference room, Heather in tow.

"I'm not saying you have to _date_ the guy," Heather said. "How long has it been since you've gotten some?"

"Can we not discuss my sex life here?" Astrid asked, but she couldn't help but grin.

"I'm _just_ saying, you don't have to commit to this guy, but that doesn't have to stop you from playing 'hide the salami'."

"You know Heather, for a lesbian, you sure know a lot of slang for doing it with guys," Astrid laughed quietly.

"Hey, have to know your enemies to destroy them," Heather joked, and the two women shared a laugh. Heather pushed open the glass doors to the conference room and they walked through.

"Thank you for joining us, ladies," McClelland said, disapproval clear in this voice. "Looks like we can begin now…"

There was a slight chuckle around the room from the four other attorneys, all male. Astrid and Heather sat down at the opposite end as McClelland, and he pressed the clicker and the screen in front of him came to life, showing the face of a middle aged man. "Can anyone tell me who this man is?" McClelland asked the room.

Astrid raised her hand and pen. She watched as McClelland looked around the room at the silent male attorneys before letting his gaze fall on her. "Hofferson?"

"Alvin Ogglebert," she said promptly, "Owner of _Offshore Shipping Corporation._ Accused over the years of associating with known felons, and has allegedly made dealings with South African pirates."

McClelland gave a curt nod of acknowledgement. "Well, we've just been hired to disprove those theories. What can anyone tell us about _Peace for Humanity?"_

When he was again answered by silence, Astrid raised her hand again.

"_Yes,_ Hofferson?" came McClelland's irked reply.

"_Peace for Humanity _is a non-profit organization that sends relief efforts and supplies to developing countries," Astrid said. "Rumor has it that much of their shipments and supplies have gone missing recently and shown up on the black market."

"That is the rumor," McClelland said. "Our client, Mr. Ogglebert, is a prime suspect in these allegations. I'll be assigning a team of four to this case. Jackson, Everfort, Armando, and Warwick as lead. You'll find the necessary files on your desks. The rest of you," he gazed at Astrid and Heather for a moment before clicking off the monitor, "Supply support when needed and continue your previous cases. Dismissed."

The four other men slowly got up and milled out.

"Welp," Heather said, standing, "What a surprise." She left after the men.

Astrid still sat, her chest contracting with anger.

"I said, dismissed, Hofferson," McClelland said as he walked out the glass doors on the other side of the room.

Astrid pulled her files and notes together and closed her laptop with a snap, hoisting them into her arms. She shoved her way past the glass doors and took off down the hall, gaining stares as she went. "Sir," she said, stopping in McClelland's office door.

McClelland looked up from his desk, a puzzled look on his face.

"With all due respect, _sir,"_ Astrid nearly spat, "What the _hell_ was that all about?"

The man raised his eyebrows. "Excuse me?" he said.

"Jackson, Armando, Warwick, _Everfort?"_ she demanded. "You think those men are equipped to handle this case? They didn't even know who the defendant _is,_ let alone who the _plaintiff_ is."

"And you think just because you know the answer to two questions you're the woman for the job?" the man challenged calmly.

"_I_ think I've worked my _ass_ off in this firm for over_ three years_ and have never been assigned a high profile case—and never been assigned lead. I think I know more about this case already than those idiots could learn in months," she retorted.

He leaned back in his chair, taking his Tom Cahill signed baseball from its stand and tossing it in the air, catching it a few times.

Astrid's mouth twitched in fury as she watched him, knowing _exactly_ what he was doing. He and the other men in the firm have been doing it since the day she walked through its doors. "Look," he caught the ball and held it, looking at her again. "You're a good attorney, Hofferson. But you're still fresh meat. I know you want to be partner someday—I can see it in the way you work. You're a hard worker. But you've got to learn there's a way to these things. I can't just give you cases because you _want_ them. You've got to _earn_ it."

"So why does it feel like I have to work twice as hard to 'earn it' then the men in this office?" she demanded.

He raised his eyebrows again. "It has nothing to do with your sex, Miss Hofferson," he answered, and she could tell he was choosing his words carefully. "My mother worked three jobs when she came to this country, just to put food on the table for me and my family. I know exactly what women are capable of."

Astrid set her jaw and looked at the ceiling, at whatever higher being there was to give her strength not to say or do something rash.

"I'm just saying, you've got to earn some _experience_ before we can trust you with something _important. _Nothing personal."

"Right," she said. "I've won nearly every case I've worked on. And I _know_ I wasn't lead for any of them, but damn it, don't you dare say I didn't play an important role in winning them."

She was answered with silence. "I'm a good lawyer," she continued, "I just want to be treated as such—and not given extra steps to climb _just_ because I'm a woman."

They stared at each other, blue eyes meeting grey. He leaned back, tossing the ball between his hands once, before leaning forward. "How about this," McClelland said, "Should the right opportunity arise—I'll consider you—for a high profile case. And until then, you do the work I assign you, and you do it without complaint, or I may have to take your position in this firm under consideration."

She took in a deep breath, not breaking his gaze. "That's all I ask for, sir."

He gave a nod, and motioned for her to go. She turned and hesitated when she saw that at least eight people were watching her. Squaring her back, she walked down the hall towards her cubicle.

"Holy shit," Heather said, sliding into step beside her, "That was some serious discourse. I'm surprised he didn't fire you."

"Could still fire me," Astrid said, reaching her cubicle and dumping her laptop and files onto her desk. She sank into her seat. "Hell, what was I thinking...?"

"I think you were thinking that you were fed up with his sexism and decided to take a stand for womankind," Heather replied straightaway.

"Right," Astrid said, leaning back in her seat. "Well, let's hope it doesn't come back to bite me."

"Well," Heather relented, "As long as you do as he says, you should be fine."

"The _only_ thing this has succeeded in doing is make me this firm's lapdog," Astrid said, sighing.

"Look," Heather said sympathetically. "So what? You can always quit and find another job. Someone with your qualifications can get a job at any firm."

"This firm is the highest paying," Astrid said, opening her laptop and taking out her notes.

"Yeah," Heather said, "Because that's all that matters. Well, at least you have your date tonight to look forward to."

Astrid's head fell onto her desk. "Damn it," she muttered. "Totally forgot about that…"

"Cheer up," Heather said, winking. "Have fun tonight—if you know what I mean."

Astrid straightened, giving her friend a forced smile. "Yes, captain," she saluted sarcastically.

* * *

><p>Astrid looked at her watch, clicking her tongue in impatience. She took a sip of her wine. Whoever this guy was, he was nearly twenty minutes late. And she had arrived a few minutes late in the hopes that she could avoid being in this very situation. She looked around. There were various couples here, all engrossed in each other and staring lovingly into each other's eyes. She let out an exasperated sigh, clicking the heels of her stilettos together. <em>Why<em> she had bothered to dress up was beyond her. It was more to keep up good appearances than to impress this guy. Ruffnut did not have the best taste in men and the _Doux Chuchotement _was a fine establishment. Which was another thing. This man better be wealthy because _Astrid_ did not fancy picking up the bill. She'd pay for her share, of course. But having to pick up the guy's half on the first date always left a bad taste in her mouth.

"Excuse me," she said as a waiter passed by. "My name is Astrid Hofferson, do you know if anyone has arrived who has been instructed to dine with me?" She could _feel_ how awkward this question was.

"Em," the waiter, an American man of around twenty said, hesitating, and they both looked over at the host station to see the host bringing a man in her direction.

"Shit," she said loudly, gaining a few stares from nearby tables. The host pointed out her table and then returned to his podium.

"Well," the man said as he approached, "Fancy my first date back in the city is with Astrid Hofferson." He reached for his chair.

"You couldn't have at least shaved your beard?" she snapped.

He paused, chair pulled out, before sitting in it slowly. "Sure, we can start with that conversation starter," he said. "Not the most eloquent way to start a date but an interesting topic, I guess."

She stared at him for a few moments while he ordered a bottle of wine from the waiter. "I see you've already started," he said, nodding at her nearly empty glass.

"What can I say, I got tired of waiting," she said superciliously.

"Oh, yeah, I'm sorry about that. Couldn't flag down a cab. Had to walk," he answered.

"Can't say I'm surprised—most cab drivers don't take the homeless," she said.

"I'm not homeless," he answered, amused.

"Could've fooled me," she muttered, downing the rest of her wine. Just her luck… Berk wasn't a huge city, but it was still big enough that Astrid would _like_ to think she'd have to run into the same stranger twice in a day. "So… how do you know me anyway?"

He leaned back in his seat, "You really don't remember me, do you?"

"Should I?"

"Hiccup," he said, "Hiccup Haddock."

She frowned, "Son of Stoick Haddock, CEO and Chairman of Haddock Industries?"

It was his turn to frown. "We went to high school together."

"I went to high school with a lot of kids."

"We also went to middle school together," he added.

She paused, searching her memory. This would be easier if she hadn't just downed a glass of wine on an empty stomach. "We had economics together," she said.

"And English, Geometry, Trig, Political Science… Gym. I could list others too," he said.

"What are you, a stalker?" she muttered under her breath, wishing she had more wine. "I remember you now, at least. You couldn't have trimmed the beard? I mean, don't get me wrong, beards are in right now, but the least you could do is not look like you've lived in the forest for months."

"Well, I kind of have been," he said. "I've been doing environmental work in multiple countries for the past six years."

She took in a deep breath. _What_ was Ruffnut thinking? Setting her up on a date with an _environmentalist?_ The closest she ever got to _those_ was in a court room when she was winning a case against their cause. "Well, tell me you at least took a shower before coming here."

He snorted. "Yes, I took a shower. You know, you're doing great at this whole, 'date thing'," he noted, "I can tell you're a real pro."

She gave him a lidded look. "I've had a bad day. And… I haven't had a lot of chances to _do_ the whole 'dating thing' in the past few years, so…" she didn't know why she was saying this. Must be the wine.

"Really?" he seemed genuinely surprised. "The 'great' Astrid Hofferson?"

"'Great'?"she asked, annoyance clear in her voice, "What the hell is that supposed to mean?"

"You can't have been oblivious to the rumors about you in high school," he said.

"Oh. Those. Don't believe everything you hear. I barely dated in high school."

"You dated my cousin," he pointed out.

"Snotlout? We went on two dates—one was the Junior Prom, the other was the Senior Ball. I'd hardly call that dating," she said dismissively, not liking where the conversation was going.

"Well, his recounting of both accounts were far more colorful," Hiccup said, chuckling.

She took in a sharp breath. "I always thought you were a nice guy," she said through clenched teeth. "A bit of a nerd, a bit obnoxious, but a nice guy. I guess I just didn't know you were a _nice guy."_ She grabbed her clutch off the table and stood up, "Goodnight."

She began walking away when he stood and reached out, grabbing her hand. She stopped, staring at their conjoined hands.

"Look, I'm sorry," he said, "I guess I just… never thought I'd go on a date with you. Ever."

"So you decided to be a dick to me if you ever did?" she retorted.

He let go of her hand and rubbed the back of his head. "I don't know… I guess I'm just nervous. I had a crush on you since the sixth grade… I guess I never thought of how I'd act if I actually ever… you know… got a chance."

Her face softened slightly, and she found herself, to her chagrin, going back to her seat and sitting down. The wine was delivered and poured, as well as some _hors-d'oeuvre_s, complements of the chef. They were handed their menus, and Astrid was thankful that she could drink her wine in silence. "So you had a crush on me?" she ventured after a few minutes had passed. She glanced over the top of her menu to see Hiccup still looking at his menu.

"There wasn't a guy in our school who didn't, except Fishlegs maybe," Hiccup answered. "And, you know, the gay guys."

She gave a nod of agreement, not knowing who Fishlegs was. Was he that large nerdy guy with those stupid card games who she would see hanging out with Hiccup sometimes? She hardly paid either enough attention to remember correctly.

"I see you're still the Ice Queen," Hiccup said, looking up and catching her watching him.

"I'm not an Ice Queen," she said.

"You seem like an Ice Queen," he returned.

"I've had a bad day," she said, "Work isn't going the way I want it to."

"Wanna' talk about it?"

"I'd rather not," she answered stiffly.

"What do you do, anyway? Ruffnut was very evasive when she told me about tonight."

"I'm an attorney," she answered.

He looked up again, interested. "A lawyer?"

She nodded, returning her attention to the menu. If only the menu was in Latin… She had studied Spanish in school, having only taken one semester of French freshman year.

"What kind of law do you practice?" he asked.

"My firm represents companies, mostly," she said, deciding against the idea of informing an environmentalist she was a lawyer that worked for a firm that represented the very companies he would probably be against.

"Cool," he said. "Well, it's good to know I know someone who can give me legal advice."

"Why?" she asked, looking up, "You thinking of getting into trouble?"

"Of a sorts," he flashed her a winning grin.

She gave him an odd look and then took a few more sips of wine. His glass was nearly empty. Deciding to slow down on the drinks, she placed her glass back on the table. "I'm ready to order, what about you?"

"Yeah," he agreed, waving down the waiter. They placed their orders and their menus were taken. "So, how long have you been in Berk? Or have you never left?"

"I was in Boston—Cambridge—for a few years. Law school," she said.

"Harvard?" he asked.

She nodded.

He whistled. "Couldn't have put it past you," he said. "What made you come back to Berk?"

She opened her mouth, but closed it with a snap. "That's none of your business," she said sharply.

He raised his eyebrows, but dropped the subject. They sat in silence for a short while, and then he said, "You look really beautiful."

She looked at him in surprise, "What?"

"You look—you look beautiful," he said. "When we were seventeen I didn't think you could have gotten more beautiful."

She felt her cheeks heat up despite herself, and she smiled. "I don't remember you being this smooth," she said, taking a small sip from her wine.

"I'm a far cry from the awkward boy you knew," he answered.

"Is that so?" she asked, eyebrows raised. "Well, to change," she lifted her wine glass.

He matched her smile and lifted his. "Change," he agreed, his tone serious.

They drank, never losing eye contact.

* * *

><p>Astrid fumbled with the key. Inserting the key into the lock was a lot harder with Hiccup pressing her up against the door. She moaned slightly as he nipped her neck, and then tried to shush him. It was late, her neighbors were probably all asleep, but she didn't fancy waking any of them up. "I've got to…" she muttered, "Let me turn around…"<p>

He loosened his grip on her but didn't make any move to move away. She turned, still pressed between him and the door. "You've got to give me room," she ordered. He backed up, and she turned the key and opened the door, quickly taking the key from the lock as she turned to allow Hiccup to pull her into him again. She didn't know if it was because it's been an embarrassingly long time since she did this, but the act of kissing him was both exhilarating and nerve wracking; thankfully the amount of wine they both consumed seemed to throw any thoughts of doubt out her mind. They walked in an awkward embrace into the apartment, Hiccup kicking the door shut behind them. It was dark, but she managed to lead them to the bedroom, only knocking into a few pieces of furniture along the way. By the time they reached the bed their clothes had already left behind a trail of evidence, leaving nothing to the imagination.

* * *

><p><em><strong>To be continued…<strong>_

**Disclaimer: I do not have a law degree. As such, I apologize in advance if I get anything wrong in terms of legal terminology and practice. I'll try my best to do as much research as possible.**

**If you like this story and are interested in it continuing, feel free to send me a review! I'd also love to hear any constructive criticism that may benefit this story :)**

**Have a great week!**


	2. Excitatio

**TITLE: **_**A Conflict of Interest**_

**CHAPTER: Excitatio (Awakening)**

**BEFOREWORD: Hello! Second chapter up and running! Thank you for checking it out 3**

* * *

><p>Astrid awoke with a groan. The sun, in adjunction to her splitting headache, made it nearly impossible to open her eyes. She moved her body experimentally. She ached slightly, most likely due to being hung over, but was also relatively relaxed. And what was leaning over her? Whatever it was, it was heavier and warmer than her blankets and comforter. It was all along her right side. She turned her head and blearily opened her eyes. As her eyes adjusted to the bright light, a face came in focus. A male face. Hiccup's face.<p>

He was sleeping, or at least appearing to do so. His body was pressed up against hers, his arm draped over her middle. She looked at the ceiling, memories of last night drifting back slowly and at their own pace. Most of it was fuzzy, due to the staggering amount of alcohol she had consumed, but she remembered clearly how it _felt._ It was… nice… she supposed, from what she could remember. Been awhile since she dipped her feet into this pool. She shifted slightly, but Hiccup only moved to tighten his arm around her, bringing her, if possible, closer to him. Annoyance flared in her. "Get off," she murmured. Even her voice, at such a low volume, caused pain to her head. If only the sun wasn't so bright… with a shock, she suddenly wondered what time it was. She sat up, causing Hiccup to make a weak moan of protest, and looked over him at her nightstand with her alarm clock. 7:34am.

"Shit!" She threw Hiccup's arm off of her and scrambled out of bed, suddenly aware that she was entirely naked.

"Good morning," Hiccup said, blinking and sitting up.

"Why the _hell_ didn't my alarm go off?" she asked, mostly to herself, running to her dresser and opening it, drawing out a pair of panties. She donned them quickly, then opened her wardrobe and drew out a pantsuit. Realizing she needed a bra, she returned to her dresser and threw one on.

"I turned it off. It went off at _five o'clock,_" Hiccup said. "Please tell me you don't actually get up that early on a daily basis."

"_Yes,"_ Astrid said, now putting on the pant suit. She had one heel on when she stopped and straightened. "Why aren't you getting up?"

Hiccup shrugged, a nonchalant look on his face, "What's the rush?"

"I have to go to work, _that's_ the rush," she said. "Get out of bed!"

"Fine, fine," he said, throwing off the covers and getting out on the opposite side and walking around the bed towards her.

"Christ," she said, putting up a hand to block certain anatomical parts from her view, "Get your clothes and put them on."

"My clothes… ah," he walked to the door and opened it, stepping out.

She put the other heel on. "Hey," she called to the other room, "Do you happen to know if we… _you know…_ used protection last night?"

"Yeah," came the delayed response.

"You sure?" she demanded, standing in the doorway of her bedroom.

"Yeah," Hiccup said. "Look, I can look for it if you want."

"No," she said, "I… I guess I trust you."

"Besides, I'm clean," he added.

"Wow, how reassuring," she said, without any semblance of humor. She'd have to go without her first cup of coffee today. She walked over to her desk and began packing up her briefcase. Her phone buzzed. It was a text from Ruffnut.

She decided not to answer at the moment. "Oh, right," she said, walking to her bathroom. She opened the medicine cabinet and drew out a box, opening it. She gazed down at it, realizing how pathetic how few of them have been used up. She pushed that thought out of her mind and popped a pill into her mouth, then swallowed with some water from the sink.

She walked back out into her living area and finished packing up her briefcase.

"Are you sure you want to go out like that?" Hiccup asked.

She paused, turning to look at him. "Like what?"

He pointed to his head. She turned and looked around, through the bathroom door at the mirror on the other side. Her hair was a mess. "Shit," she muttered, walking back into the bedroom and yanking her brush through her hair. She had also failed to put make-up on. She took a moment to clean up some the smeared mascara and lipstick off her face. She'd have to reapply her make-up when she got to work.

"Hey, do you mind if I help myself? To food? Haven't really had a chance to go food shopping yet," came Hiccup's call from the kitchen.

"Just hurry up!" was her irritated reply.

After her hair was up and looking at least somewhat presentable, she checked her watch. 7:46 Am. She walked back into the living area to see Hiccup, shirtless, eating untoasted frozen waffles. "Is this really all you have to eat?" he asked her.

"I have other stuff. Put your shirt on."

"Not much other stuff," he corrected.

"I eat out a lot," she answered stiffly. "And I don't have time for home cooking."

"Well, next time you have a night off maybe I can cook for you," he suggested.

She threw her jacket on and grabbed her briefcase and purse. "Look," she said, stopping mid-way to the door. "This was… _nice_, but I just don't have the time or energy for a boyfriend. I don't even have time or energy for more of whatever last night was. Let's just decide that last night was great, kind of, and leave it at that."

Hiccup paused, half eaten waffle in his hand. "I mean," he said, "_I'd_ like to see more of you."

"Well," Astrid said, giving him a forced charming smile, "Bummer. Please leave soon. And with all your clothes and belongings. And tell the doorman to lock my apartment after you leave."

"What's your doorman's name?" Hiccup asked as she reached the door.

"I don't know," she replied curtly, opening it and walking through. She shut the door harder than she intended, and was off at breakneck speed down to the lobby, hoping she could catch a cab in a timely manner.

* * *

><p>"Don't talk to me," Astrid warned, walking out of the elevator and towards her cubicle.<p>

"Your date either went _really well,_ or _really bad,"_ Heather said, following her.

Astrid entered her cubicle and dumped her briefcase and purse onto her desk, sinking into her chair. "Can it be a bit of both?" she asked.

"_Really," _Heather said, sounding intrigued. "Tell me—no, don't tell me. I don't feel like getting queasy," she joked. "At least tell me you used protection?"

"Yeah, I think," Astrid said, rubbing her temples, "There was so much wine involved I don't even know if I was _there."_

Heather laughed a little. "At least tell me he was just as drunk."

"He drank as much as me," Astrid said, taking her laptop and files out of her briefcase. "Although I have a feeling he has a better tolerance for alcohol than I do. He was quite chipper this morning."

"That's not surprising," Heather said. "So, who is he?"

"You remember the homeless jerk form yesterday?"

"Yeah—wait, _him?"_ Heather asked incredulously. "How is that even possible?"

"Cruel fate?" Astrid suggested. "Turns out he's Stoick Haddock's son."

"Of Haddock Industries?" Heather asked. "_Nice._ Mr. Haddock is one our best clients."

"Ugh, that's true," Astrid groaned.

"Still, I have a hard time believing a white-collar bred boy like Hiccup Haddock could be mistaken for a _homeless man,"_ Heather said thoughtfully.

"I think he's not quite the white-collar drone he grew up as," Astrid said. "What happened in this morning's meeting?"

"Well, you just missed it," Heather said. "Not much happened. I don't think McClelland even noticed you were missing."

"Benefits of being a woman," Astrid mumbled.

"Have you even had coffee?" Heather asked.

"None."

"Damn," Heather said, "No wonder you look like shit. I'll be right back."

Heather disappeared. Astrid leaned forward, still rubbing her temples. Hopefully, _hopefully,_ Hiccup will have left her apartment by now. She didn't trust him to be alone there. She picked up her phone, looking at the unanswered text from Ruffnut. She ignored it and dialed the number of her apartment complex.

"Grandview Apartments," came the voice of an older gentleman.

"Yes, this is Astrid Hofferson, from Apartment 3C," she said, "There's a…a man in my apartment. He… he's been there all night—but I just need you to make sure he is escorted out of my apartment as soon as possible."

"The young gentleman has already left, and I've locked your apartment," the man on the phone said.

"Ah, well, thank you," she said awkwardly.

"Any day, Miss Hofferson."

"Goodbye," she said, and hung up after he said the same.

Another text came in, again from Ruffnut.

_Shit girl, just tell me how it was_

Astrid rolled her eyes.

_Not talking to you – _she typed and sent.

She placed her phone on the desk beside her laptop and opened it up, turning it and her desk computer on while she was at it.

Her phone buzzed again, and she looked down.

_Hiccup says it was good—although he was stingy on the details – _was Ruffnut's reply.

Astrid pursed her lips, narrowing her eyes slightly. Of course Ruffnut would ask Hiccup. At least Hiccup wasn't divulging intimate details. _Unlike Snotlout._ And he said it was good… She paused, about to open a casefile. Just good?

Maybe she was just out of practice. It has been a long time…

"Here," a tall mug of coffee was placed between her and her laptop.

Astrid looked up at Heather. "I could kiss you," she told her friend.

"A few years too late for that," Heather winked. "See you at lunch."

"See you," Astrid said, taking a very welcome sip from her cup.

Good.

Just good.

She took another sip. She still couldn't remember everything that happened, but she personally felt it was… perhaps… a _little_ better than _good._ And it couldn't have been him. He was just some nerd. A nerd who looked like a homeless guy. Who does he think he is?

Son of a major player in the corporate game.

She supposed he deserved to feel entitled.

She took some more sips, not caring that she was burning her tongue and roof of mouth.

"Hofferson."

She chocked mid-sip, placing the coffee cup down on her desk, looking up at McClelland. "Yes, Mr. McClelland?"

The man raised his greying eyebrows. "Mind telling me why you are twenty-five minutes late?"

She opened her mouth, and hesitated. "I… uh… my alarm clock didn't go off."

"Right," he said, giving her a look that told her he knew exactly why she was late. "Well, you've never been late before, so I won't… put it against you. But make sure it doesn't happen again."

"Yes, sir," she said automatically.

He left, and she let out a sigh of relief. That was just what she needed. McClelland pissed because she dared to show up late and hungover the day after she called him out for not treating her equally. She swung her chair back to face her laptop, taking in a deep breath.

She took another sip of coffee. She had to focus. She was going to court this afternoon. She would down as much coffee as she could, and go over the closing argument. It was an easy case—a man got his hand clinched in faulty machinery—_no,_ she told herself. If _she_ believed it, the Jury would as well. A man foolishly allowed his hand to get caught in machinery. Today would hopefully be the last day of trial. It was an easy win. If only she was allowed to actually _give_ the closing argument, instead of just write it.

Damn, she needed to put make-up on. And McClelland saw her without it…

Just good.

She frowned. All the men she had ever slept with had never described it as just 'good'. Even Heather, during their short time together, didn't think it was just 'good'. Of course, she had never heard what they say outside her hearing. But seriously… _just good?_

Was she really that out of practice? Was sex even something you could get out of practice in? Something you could _lose skills in?_ She always thought of it like muscle memory. No matter how long you go without running, you always remember how to do it. But then again, she thought, one usually has to rebuild long lost muscles. Maybe that's it.

But if it was _just good_ why did he say he wanted to keep seeing her? Unless he's living out some high school fantasy… He did say he had a crush on her since then.

She groaned. She couldn't believe she had bought into his… his… _suaveness. _Where'd he even learn to be that way, anyway? He was such an awkward kid who generally stuck to himself in high school, where'd this come from? And yes, she could still see hints of that gangly boy in the man, and yes, it's been over ten years since they last saw each other at their high school graduation, but surely people don't change _that_ much. What exactly _happened_ to him this past decade?

She took another sip.

And why couldn't she stop thinking about him?

* * *

><p>Astrid walked from the courthouse out onto the steps behind Armando. While he was stopped by the press to give a statement on how they'd won the trial, she continued on, unseen, to catch a cab. Of course, she knew Armando wasn't going to mention that it was <em>her<em> closing argument that had won the case. Or that _she_ was the one working overtime to make sure they had a good argument. She relaxed by the time she reached the office, and by the time she reached her cubicle, she had nearly managed to push it out of her mind. She was used to it by now.

"Hofferson," came McClelland's voice. She stopped, just about to sit down, when the older man stood at the opening of her cubicle. "Good job at the courthouse today."

"I didn't do anything," Astrid responded, sitting down.

"Don't think I haven't noticed the work you put into this case—and that closing argument. Nearly brought me to tears." It was a lie, but the sentiment was nice. "Keep up the good work and you'll see yourself on that high profile case sooner than you think." He turned and walked away without another word.

She watched him go, not sure if he was serious or not. He had never promised her anything before, and was not the type for false flattery, but still. It seemed too good to be true. She placed her briefcase and purse on her desk and drew out her cellphone, turning it off silent mode. She had another text from Ruffnut.

_He wants to know if he can have your cell number._

Astrid looked at the words on the screen, not quite knowing how to respond. On the one hand, she wanted nothing to do with the man. He was obnoxious and a little too falsely confident. He seemed to have a small superiority complex, if dinner last night was anything to go on. A tad self-righteous. Her mouth twitched into a frown. She didn't have _time_ to see him again. She still had two more cases to work on. She didn't want any more mornings like this ine—not if she was going to prove to McClelland that she was lead material.

_I'd rather not – _was her reply.

She put her phone down and took out her laptop, opening it and turning it on. She opened a case file, and had just begun reading it when she got another text. She looked at her phone and blanched.

_Whoops._

She grabbed her phone and quickly found Ruffnut's contact info, pressing send. It rang a few times before Ruffnut answered. _"Yeeeeaaaaahhh….."_ came the woman's slow answer from the other side, _"Sorry."_

"Ruffnut, what did you do?" Astrid demanded.

"_Look, I thought things went really well for you two—and I just assumed you forgot to give him your number,"_ was Ruffnut's feeble attempt at a defense. _"He seems to really like you—well, he has for a long time."_

"_Ruffnut_," Astrid said, closing her eyes and rubbing her temple. "Why would you give him my _number?"_

"_What, he already knows where you live."_

That was true. But at least if he showed up at her apartment unannounced she would have justifiable reason to call the police.

"_Oh wait, a customer just walked in, I gotta' go."_

"Ruffnut!" Astrid hissed into the phone, "Don't hang—"

The other line went dead, and Astrid stared at her phone in deep contempt. Great, now she had to anxiously await his call. If he ever called her. And she thought _yesterday_ had been a bad day. For someone she couldn't get off her mind, this Hiccup seemed to be the conductor of bad luck for her. She just hoped that he would decide he didn't want to repeat a 'just good' night, and never call her.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Sorry this chapter is short! The next one will hopefully be longer :)<strong>_

_**If you like this story and/or have constructive criticism that would benefit it please feel free to drop me a review! I'd love to hear from you! I'll try to get back to you as soon as possible.**_

_**See you next week!**_


	3. Initium

**CHAPTER: Initium (The Start)**

**BEFOREWORD: Hi! Here's the next chapter. I hope you enjoy it!**

* * *

><p>She got the text two days later.<p>

_It was nice seeing you the other day – _it read. She gazed at her phone, squinting her eyes as she thought. It could only be Hiccup. It was not a number in her phone, so there was no name attached, but she had seen no one outside her office in the last few days.

For good measure, however, she sent back – _Who is this?_

She smirked, placing the phone down next to her laptop. She turned slightly to look out the tall window next to her desk. For once, she had the weekend off. And somehow she still found herself working. She sighed, leaning back in her chair, listening to its familiar creaks. Her phone buzzed.

She picked it up, looking at the lock screen.

_So you do have a sense of humor _– it read.

She snorted. Well, there went any doubt.

_What do you want, Hiccup?_ – She used his name, just to make sure it _was_ him.

_Do you like fried rice? – _was his immediate reply.

She frowned. She liked rice as much as the next person. Fried rice too. She was hungry, having only eaten a few toaster waffles and a pathetic store bought salad so far today, and it was late afternoon. But if she agreed to go out to eat with him, that would be agreeing to going _out_ with him. Which would be, at least easily construed as, an invitation. An invitation into her life. An invitation she was not willing to give.

_I'm really tired tonight—long week – _she replied.

She put her phone down and returned her attention to her laptop screen. She needed to concentrate. This case was going to trial in a few days—and she needed a good appeal argument. Maybe, if she did well enough, better than good, McClelland would allow her to give the argument at court. She worked for nearly forty minutes until she heard the intercom buzz at her door. She frowned, glancing at her watch. 5:14Pm. Who could be visiting at this hour? She stood and walked to her door, pressing the button. "Yes?" she said into it.

"_Hey," _the voice on the other end said, a voice she instantly recognized. _"I know you said you're tired so I thought—"_

"_Hiccup," _she hissed, "What are you doing here?"

"_Well, I was getting to that," _was his reply. _"I have food."_

She hesitated. On the one hand this was a _major_ invasion of privacy. On the other hand… she was hungry. "I hope you realize how inappropriate this is," she said, but buzzed him through anyway. She stepped back, and then looked behind at her apartment. It was a mess.

"Crap," she muttered, grabbing the plate, cup and empty salad container off the coffee table. She tossed the container in the trash, and began to quickly wash the plate and cup. Ideally she'd vacuum and dust—maybe reorganize things a little… she frowned. Why was she putting so much thought into this?

Her doorbell rang and she jumped. She placed the plate and cup onto the drying rack.

Wiping her hand off on her pants she walked out of the kitchen and towards the door. She opened it and the first two things she saw were two plastic bags with words in an Asian language on them. It wasn't take-out, but a multitude of ingredients, not much packaged. The second thing she saw was the person who was carrying them. Her eyes widened slightly. _"Hiccup?"_

He grinned down at her.

"Your face is bald," was all she could say.

"Can I… come in?" he asked. "Nice PJ's."

"Right," she said, stepping out of the way. He walked through as if he did so every day, and walked into the kitchen, depositing the food on the peninsula. She closed the door and followed him, standing in the entrance to the kitchen. "You look… I mean, you look cleaned up."

There were more colorful words to use, words that she found difficult not to, but she needed to keep her composure. "Yeah, well, I met with my lawyers today and they suggested I play the part of _sane_ environmentalist. They seemed to share your sentiment that I looked like a homeless person."

He was taking the food out of the bags and placing them on the counter. There was a glass container of already cooked white rice, some raw chicken wrapped in wax paper, and eggs. But some of the ingredients she did not recognize. She looked back up to his face. She didn't expect his jaw to be so defined. She had always assumed men with beards had something to hide.

"Do you need help?" she asked.

He looked up, flashing her a grin, "Nope. You rest. I'll do all the work."

"A guy who cooks," she said, "How revolutionary." It was only partly sarcastic.

"I learned to cook all over the place," he said, walking around the kitchen and exploring, finding the instruments he needed. "People always seemed so willing to share their food with me, and were delighted when I not only liked it but wanted to learn from them." He paused, looking at her, smiling, "Go rest."

Sheepishly she turned around and walked to her desk, sitting down and willing herself not to look at him. Somehow he seemed different without the long messy beard and hair. He actually seemed… _attractive. _She still had no interest in starting anything with him, that much was certain… but… she found herself wondering if kissing him would be different now.

"Is that what you call rest?" Hiccup called from the kitchen, and she turned in her chair to see him looking at her. He had to bend over to see under the overhanging cabinets.

"I have a lot of work to do," she said, motioning to her laptop.

"Right," he said, shrugging. "Well, whatever floats your boat."

"Tell me," she said, turning back to her laptop and returning to her appeal argument. "When exactly _did_ you stop being the obnoxious nerdy boy?"

There was an awkward silence, and she turned and looked at him. "I was… an obnoxious nerd?" he asked. He was chopping shallot greens.

"Incredibly so," she answered, not mentioning the only reason she found him obnoxious was his ability to get better grades than her at minimal effort. "And you had the worst sense of fashion." She took note of his clothes, a pair of old looking jeans, well-worn espadrille shoes, a band shirt that looked like he had it since the sixth grade, and a green unbuttoned plaid shirt over that._ Not much has changed,_ she thought to herself. He dressed like he was a broke college freshman, not a white collar heir.

He gave an awkward laugh, somewhat nasally, and then said, "Well, it's good to know I made an impression." He paused, looking at her, "Do you think I was much of a nerd?"

"_I_ thought you were," she said. "Kind of an outcast."

"Hey, I had friends. Not many _close_ ones, but I was friendly with most people in school. I think people liked me. You didn't, maybe, but not many people _hated_ me. Now, a loner, maybe," he relented. "I did kind of stick to myself. Spent a lot of time in the Shop, working on projects, working part-time jobs…. Anything to distract me from my lack of home life."

There was another awkward silence.

"Where did you go to school?" she asked, changing the subject after the silence got slightly unbearable.

"Berk College," Hiccup answered. "My dad insisted on my going there. The deal was that I could get an engineering degree—with a minor of business management. The day after graduation I joined _Peace for Humanity_ and left this place. Couldn't wait to get away."

She frowned. "Why?" she asked.

He was finished with the shallots, and was now at the stove. He shrugged. "I don't know. Why'd you go to school in Boston? Besides the pedigree of Harvard."

She licked her lips uncomfortably.

"Anyway, this is kind of a depressing subject," he said. He turned and looked at her. "I thought you were going to rest?"

"Fine, fine," she said, putting her hands up in defeat. "I'll go rest."

She stood and walked the short distance to the couch, laying down. She found herself unable to relax, however.

"Didn't go very far," she heard Hiccup chuckle.

She ignored him, forcing her eyes to close. She listened to him cook, mentally preparing herself for the trial next week.

"Plates."

"What?" she asked, opening her eyes in confusion.

"Plates," he repeated. He began opening cabinets.

"The one to the right of the oven," Astrid instructed.

After a few moments, he walked into her view, holding two plates. He placed them down on the coffee table. "Be right back," he said. He walked to the fridge and opened it, and came back with two opened beers. She didn't have any beers. He must have brought them.

"Thanks," she said as he handed her one. She moved her legs off the couch so she was sitting properly, and he sat next to her. She eyed the stir-fry. "What is it?" There was fried rice, with shallots, garlic, egg, among other things, as well as some small pieces of pan seared chicken.

"Nasi goreng," Hiccup said. "Well, supposed to be, anyway."

"Hm," she said, taking the plate and using her fork to take a tentative bite of the rice mixture. She chewed thoughtfully and swallowed, well aware that Hiccup was watching her intently. She turned to look at him, eyebrows raised.

"Well?" he asked.

"The man can cook," she said with an approving smile. She took another bite, this time with some egg. She eyed Hiccup, who started eating as well, a pleased smile on his face. How did that nobody from high school turn into this? What exactly happened to him these past ten years? Now that she thought about it, she couldn't remember him being so much an _outcast_ as _voluntarily absent._ Which only begged the question: Why return now?

"You said you saw your lawyers today," she said, "Who is representing you?"

"Harris and Nato," Hiccup answered.

She choked on a bit of chicken.

"What?" he asked.

She waved him off when he offered her her beer. "No, I'm fine," she rasped, coughing slightly. _Harris and Nato?_ She shouldn't be surprised. An environmentalist hiring a law firm specializing in humanitarian/environmental work. But the idea that whatever he was doing here had something to do with environmental issues unsettled her.

"You know them?" he asked.

"I'm a lawyer," she said, grabbing her beer and taking a few swigs. "I know every law firm in this city."

"Are they any good?"

"You should know that by now if you've hired them," she said.

"That's true," he laughed. "I'm paying them good money, they better be good."

She ate a few bites before saying, "Is your father paying for it?"

"No," Hiccup said, "Well, not directly, at least. I have a Trust Fund, and I'm doing some fundraising."

"For what, exactly?" she asked through a mouthful of rice and egg.

"I'm undertaking some justice," he said. "I'm sure you'll find out soon enough. It'll be all over the news."

She frowned. "Hiccup, what exactly are you up to?"

He smiled with a closed mouth, not reassuringly. "Maybe, not now, because I'd like you to relax and not think about work, but sometime you can give me some advice—freelance work, let's say."

She eyed him again. "This isn't just an excuse to see me again, is it?"

He gave her a crooked smile, this time genuine. "If it is?"

"I'd say that's pretty sneaky—seeing as you turned up at my apartment unannounced and uninvited," she said, continuing eating.

"Well, _correct_ me if I'm wrong, but I'd say tonight's not all bad," he said.

She couldn't help but give out a short laugh, trying hard not to smile. "Well, I got good food out of it, so I guess it's not _all_ bad. But if you think _anything_ is going to happen tonight, you're in for a disappointment."

"Roger that," he said.

"Do you want to watch some TV?" she asked after a moment of silence.

"Nah," he shook his head. "I'm out of loop with the entertainment circuit—and the news is pretty much entirely biased anyway."

She took another bite and eyed Hiccup a third time. His hair was the only fashionable thing on him_._ She wondered if he _did_ have a good fashion sense, and just couldn't be bothered to utilize it.

He looked at her, and she looked away. After a few moments she stole a glance at him again. Again he looked her way and caught her, and again she quickly adverted her gaze. Her face heated up when she heard him chuckling. "What?" she demanded.

"Why are you looking at me?" he asked.

"I just… can't believe you look the way you do," she said, off handedly.

He blinked, frowned, and then smiled.

"No," she said, holding up her fork in place of her forefinger. "Don't say it."

"I wasn't going to," he said, still smiling.

"I don't find you attractive," she lied.

"Of course," he agreed.

"I just, am shocked at what a shave and good haircut can do. I'd be the same with any other guy," she added for good measure.

"Right," he agreed again.

"Seriously though," she said, "Good job on the face."

"Right back at you. Although the person with the _real_ good looks in my family is my cat."

She laughed in an unsophisticated way and then sobered, grabbing her beer again and taking a few more sips. "You have a cat?" she asked. "How'd you manage a cat with your traveling?"

"I manage. Wherever I travel, Toothless goes with me. He usually follows me around places—or does his own thing—but I keep him in the apartment here because it's not safe for a cat to be wandering around a city like this. He's, uh, not happy about that."

"You named your cat Toothless?" she asked, raising an eyebrow.

He shrugged. "Long story."

She took another sip of beer, and then paused, looking at it. It was good beer. She finished eating, and looked over to see Hiccup finished as well. "That was… really good," she said. "You're a good cook."

"Just good?" he asked, raising an eyebrow.

She was about to amend her statement when she realized the coincidence of his wording. "That reminds me," She said, turning to look at him as he took a drink of beer, "Why'd you tell Ruffnut Wednesday night was 'good'?"

He choked slightly, and coughed, trying to catch his breath. "What?" he asked incredulously once he had gotten control of his breathing.

"She said you told her it was 'good'," Astrid restated.

He stared at her. "Yeah…?"

"_Just_ good?" Astrid asked, annoyed that he was acting thick.

He squinted at her. "Why are you upset?" he asked, "I mean, it was a good night. A really good night."

She exhaled softly. "Hiccup, going for a long run is 'good'. Winning a low profile case is 'good'. Having dinner with your bosses is 'good'. _Sex_ should not be _good _under any circumstances. 'Good' is subpar."

He continued squinting at her, then licked his lips nervously. "I would… agree on some levels," he said, hesitantly, "But what did you expect me to say to _Ruffnut_, of all people?"

She frowned.

"You forget I know her as well," Hiccup said. "We might not have gone to school together but I think I know her and her brother well enough not to divulge intimate details of my personal life to them."

"So you… didn't think it was… just good?" she asked, tentatively.

"No!" he said, giving her a smile that made her feel silly for overreacting. "I thought it was great. I mean, from what I remember it was… pretty awesome."

She smiled. "Good."

She stood, picking up his plate and placing it on hers, and then brought both into the kitchen.

"Did you, uh, think it was more than just good?" he asked her, following with the beers.

"I thought it was decent," she replied.

When she was met with silence she turned and saw him giving her a lidded look. "Decent?" he said, annoyance clear in his voice. "_Decent?_ And you gave me grief for 'good'?"

"Fine, it was great," she amended. "I don't remember everything either, but I know it felt really… great."

"That's what I like to hear," he said, handing her her beer. "Here, I'll do the dishes."

She looked around. The kitchen was a mess. It would take at least thirty minutes for him to clear up. She didn't think she wanted him around that long. "I'll help," she said.

"No—"

"I insist," she said. "You cooked, the least I can do is pitch in with cleanup."

They worked in silence, Astrid at the sink, Hiccup dealing with the food.

"Why is this in the trash?" Hiccup asked.

She turned, confused, to see him standing before the trashcan, holding the salad container.

"Because I'm done with it?" she suggested.

"Why didn't you put it in the recycling?"

"It was dirty," she said.

"This needs to be recycled," he said pointedly.

She had nearly forgotten he was an environmentalist.

"Well, put it in the recycling," she said, returning her attention to the dishes before her.

"I need to rinse it off," he said, and she moved out of the way for him to do so. "Where's the recycling?"

"Under the sink," she told him.

He opened it up and put it in the bin. "You should really recycle," he said.

"I'll keep that in mind."

She could tell he was annoyed, but was thankful he didn't decide to pursue the topic. They worked in silence until they were finished. They sat back down on the couch, beers in hand.

"This apartment is very nice," Hiccup noted, looking around, "But a bit small for a lawyer's salary."

"It suits me," she said.

He took a swig. "Two dates with Astrid Hofferson," he said. "My seventeen year old self wouldn't know how to handle this information."

"Well, I'm glad he doesn't have to," Astrid said. She paused, "And who said this was a date?"

She looked over at him to see him looking at her. Again, she was drawn to his shaven face. His angular jaw… the freckles that she now realized covered his face, his soft lips. He was suddenly close, and getting closer, the distance between them lessening as she found herself leaning in as well.

Their lips met briefly for a hesitating moment. It tasted bitter like their beer, with an aftertaste of ginger from their fried rice. She drew away from him. He was still leaning in, eyes closed, and he straightened as she moved away. She fidgeted with her hands, not knowing exactly how to say it. "Look," she said, "I… I'm not looking for a relationship right now. I just don't have the time or energy."

"That's…" he hesitated, "That's fine." He took in a deep breath. "Honestly, I don't have the time or energy for a relationship either. I've got… a lot on my plate right now."

She felt relief and, surprisingly, disappointment, wash over her. "So…" she began, unsure of how to go on.

"But," he said, "I mean… I think we work pretty well together. I see no reason why we can't hang out together sometimes. People have to relax _sometime,_ right?"

"Right," she agreed. "I mean… social life outside of work is good, too."

"Exactly," he said.

"So why don't we leave it that we'll continue hanging out but nothing… will come of it," she ended lamely.

"Works for me," he smiled a crooked smile.

She looked away, biting the corner of her bottom lip. "Um, thanks for coming over. Even if it _was_ a major invasion of privacy."

"Oh yeah," he said, "I probably should have asked."

"Yeah, you should have," she said. "And if this whole 'hanging out' thing is going to work, I have some rules."

He frowned, "Rules?"

"You never show up at my place of work," she said.

"No problem; I don't even know where you work," was his immediate answer.

"You don't show up at my apartment without asking first," she said.

He struggled with this one momentarily, but finally agreed.

"And third, when and _if_ we hang out again, I'll be the one deciding the place, time and subject."

He frowned again, "Do I have any say in this?"

"No."

"Okay… If you had to pick just one of those three things that was the most important—the one that no matter what, I couldn't break, which would it be?"

"They're all important."

"But if you could only pick _one."_

"No work visits," was her immediate reply.

"Got it," he said. "Well, I should probably be going. It was nice seeing you again, Astrid."

"Yeah, nice seeing you too." They stood.

He put on his jacket and walked to the door, her in tow, and opened it. "I'll uh, give you a call."

She smiled, "See you later."

* * *

><p><em><strong>To be continued…<strong>_

**Thanks for keeping with this story for this long! Means a lot to me :) I'd love to hear what you guys think of the story so far, so if you feel so inclined, feel free to send me a review! I'll try to get back to you as soon as possible :)**


	4. Semita

**CHAPTER: Semita (Path)**

**BEFOREWORD: Hi all! I meant to post this chapter earlier today but a bunch of stuff came up and I haven't had time to edit it until now… Anyway, the chapter is short but starts setting the stage for the rest of the story. Enjoy!**

* * *

><p>Astrid walked through the elevator doors and quickly headed to her cubicle. She deposited her briefcase and purse onto the desk, and then dug in her purse for her phone. Just as she thought, a text from Hiccup. He did not seem very committed to modern technology. It had been a week since their 'second date', and he had texted her a total of three times, two of which were in a conversation. She had committed <em>herself<em> to not sending him an independent text.

_Want to hang out tonight? – _Her phone read.

She deciphered the text in her mind as she unpacked her briefcase. On the one hand, he could just be referencing the 'friend pact' they made. On the other hand he could be implying he was expecting something to _happen_ between them tonight. To be entirely honest she wasn't quite sure what they had agreed to. Did 'hanging out' also mean sex? Or just… _friend_ stuff? She wasn't sure which she wanted.

"Hey," Heather said, stepping into her cubicle. "How are you?"

"Good," Astrid said, turning on her laptop and desk computer.

"Ready for the morning meeting?" Heather asked.

Astrid nodded, gathering her notes.

"You seem a bit distracted," Heather said, "What's been going on?"

"You remember that guy I slept with? Stoick Haddock's son?"

"Yeah…" Heather said slowly. "What about him?"

"We're kind of… _kind of_ seeing each other. As friends," Astrid said as they walked to the conference room.

"What, like friends that are doing it?" Heather asked.

"We've only done it once," Astrid said, "And keep your voice down."

"Right, how long is 'just once' going to last?" Heather asked, sounding amused.

Astrid ignored her as they entered the conference room. She had more important things to think about.

**HHH**

"I have to say, it's nice to see some green for once," Hiccup said as he stopped in front of her. She glanced up from her phone, legs crossed, her ass freezing but sitting on the bench was still somehow better than standing. "And the Fall colors are very nice."

"I thought you'd like it," she said, finally standing. She resisted the urge to rub some warmth back into her backside.

"Just out of curiosity, why couldn't we meet at your apartment?" he asked.

She didn't want to say that him being in her apartment made her slightly nervous. Nervous that they might kiss again—nervous that something _more_ might happen. "I wanted coffee," she said, finally.

"Ah, of course," he said.

They walked through the park to the other side, where another coffee shop in the same chain as the one she usually went to was located. It was relatively busy, and they waited in line for a short while before ordering. Astrid insisted on buying.

"I can pay for my own," Hiccup protested as they waited for their coffee to be prepared.

"No," she said, "You supplied the food last time, the least I can do is pick up the tab for coffee."

"Well, I won't complain," he said, as the server placed their cups on the counter. They took them and walked out of the shop, back into the park.

She took a sip, smiling slightly. She never felt quite right without her second cup. "So tell me," she started, "about why you need legal help."

"_I_ don't need legal help," he said. "I'm just… doing what I can."

She looked at him quizzically.

"I'm an environmentalist," he said. "I care about the planet, and the things and creatures that live on it." He shrugged. "Traveling around, I saw a lot of injustice. Injustice that could be prevented easily, just with a few changes. But the people doing those injustices, they won't stop. Not unless someone forces them."

"What kind of injustices?" she asked, although she had some idea.

"Deforestation, animal cruelty and testing, factory waste, legal slavery, otherwise known as sweatshops," Hiccup said. "The list goes on."

"So… you've come back to…do what exactly?" she asked.

"I've come back to sue The Red Conglomerate," he said, as if this was the most simple solution possible.

She stared at him, coffee forgotten. "You… _what?"_

The Red Conglomerate was an off the books group, its members boasting some of the most influential business owners in Berk, and other places in the US and world. They were powerful, and they were not to be messed with. The only reason_ she_ even knew who they were was because many of its members were some of her firm's clients.

"You're crazy," she said, forcing herself to take a gulp of coffee, the hot searing pain hiding the gnawing feeling of anxiety in the pit of her stomach.

"I've tried taking a diplomatic approach," he said. "Trust me, I've _tried._ I tried talking to them. They won't… they won't budge. They won't even _listen_ to me."

She wasn't surprised.

"So… looks like I have to take things to the next level. I have proof," he looked at her seriously. "I have proof that what they've been doing is destroying local economy and wildlife and habitats in many countries that would be far ahead of where they are without TRC."

She took another sip, smaller this time. "When will you be prepared to go to court?" she asked.

"Mid to late January," he said. "Right now I'm working with my lawyers, getting all the information prepared. I know that whoever TRC hires to represent them will be the best. I also know they'll play dirty. I need everything in place before I go on the offense. Otherwise…" he trailed off.

She took in a deep breath. "Well," she said, "I have to agree with you there."

She was aware of him looking at her intently, and she eyed him. "What?" she asked.

"Will you help?" he asked.

She licked her lips. "I can give you some legal advice," she said, "But I'm afraid I'm not allowed to take clients outside of work, and my boss is very picky about his clients. Besides, you already have some good lawyers."

"I just want someone who I can bounce stuff off of," he said. "It'll give me a chance to see more of you."

"Smooth," she chuckled. "Chilly, isn't it?"

"Almost November," he agreed.

"Almost Thanksgiving," she said, her chest falling slightly as it always did around the holidays.

"Yeah…"

"Will you be spending it with your dad?" she asked.

He looked at her, amused. "Could," he said. "I'd have to tell him I'm in town."

"You haven't told your father?" she asked, incredulously, turning to look at him in shock.

He shrugged. "Not sure he'd want to see me. We kind of had a falling out when I first left. He wanted me to take part in the family business… I wanted to travel the world and actually _make a difference_."

"Your father is…" she trailed off. Stoick Haddock was one of her firm's clients, but one of the ones she actually felt proud to represent. He was a good man, and a good business man to boot. Ethical. Treated his employees well. Always respected her.

He shrugged again. "I don't know… I haven't had a holiday with the man since I was twenty-two. And we didn't end things well. I'm not sure he'd…"

"I'm _sure_ he'd want to see you," she said. "If I had…" she closed her mouth with a snap.

Hiccup looked at her, confused. "If you had—what?"

"Nothing," she shook her head. "I think you should see him."

"Well, I have time for that," he said.

"What about your mom?" Astrid asked, "Surely she's tried to get in contact with you over the years?"

Hiccup looked uncomfortable. "Right, my mom. My mom… died when I was just a baby."

"Oh," Astrid frowned, "Sorry."

"No, it's fine. Can't miss someone you never knew." The tone of his voice was strange, which caused her curiosity to pique, but she dropped the subject, so it wouldn't be turned towards her.

"Where are you having the holidays?" he asked her.

She shrugged. "Not sure. I don't really have any family," Hiccup frowned at this, but she continued, "and I can't get time off work, so I'm probably going to just… hang with friends or something. I have a good friend at work, we usually do something together."

"Cool," Hiccup said.

"This is my favorite tree," Astrid said quickly, pointing to a random tree in the hopes that Hiccup wouldn't get any ideas about the holidays.

"A birch? Pretty," Hiccup said. "Why is your favorite?"

"Um, it's pretty," she said lamely. "And it looks… proud."

He looked at her, amused. "You're bullshitting me," he said. "That's not your favorite tree, is it?"

"Yeah, no," she said, and couldn't help but smile when he laughed a little. They continued walking.

"I used to do homework here," he said, looking around, "It's changed a lot. Dirtier. More trash."

"More hobos," she noted.

"What's with you and homeless people?" he inquired.

She shrugged, "I just don't see why people do that to themselves."

When he didn't reply, she turned to look at him. "What?" she asked.

"I can't believe you just said that," he said, frowning.

"Said _what?" _she asked incredulously.

"What you _just_ said, as if homeless people are somehow the scourge of humanity, as if they're homeless on purpose," Hiccup said, his voice ringing with annoyance.

"I'm not saying they do it on _purpose, _not all of them, at least_," _she said, "I'm just saying, if they really don't like it, they should try to…" she trailed off, "I don't know, get a job or something."

Hiccup's jaw was askew with irritation.

"_What?"_ she asked him, now feeling annoyed as well. Annoyed, in part, that he had called her out on something.

He looked ahead. "Nothing," he said. "Just… that's pretty… snotty. And ignorant."

"I am not ignorant," she retorted indignantly.

"Yeah, you kind of are," he disagreed.

She ignored him.

"Which law firm do you work for?" he asked her.

"_McClelland and Blair," _she said.

"My dad uses you, doesn't he?" he asked.

"Yeah. He's a great client."

"You guys are representing Alvin Ogglebert," he said.

"We are," she said.

"Why?"

She looked at him in surprise. "Why, what?"

"Why are you representing him?" he asked her.

"I'm… _we're_ representing him because he's paying us to," she said.

"Yeah but, he's not a good guy," Hiccup said. "He's actually a really, really _not_ good guy. He's… _stealing_ from _Peace for Humanity._ They do _essential_ work in impoverished and developing nations, helping them get the aide they need… education, medical supplies and treatment, technology… help them get a head start in sustainability and independence from countries, like the US, who use them as stepping stones, …and he's _taking_ their resources and dumping them on the black market for profit."

She said nothing.

"He's also allegedly apart of TRC," Hiccup added.

"So?" she asked, "What does that have to do with this case?"

He gave her an exasperated look. "How could you be representing such a slime ball?"

She shrugged her shoulders, throwing her hands up, and was thankful her coffee lid was securely fastened to the cup. "It's my _job._"

"So you don't think he's doing all this horrible stuff?" Hiccup asked.

"Look, I can't answer that. Not legally. And honestly? I don't care. It's not my _job_ to care about the ethicality of what he may or may not be doing. It's my job to make sure he doesn't end up in jail."

They walked in a tense silence.

"I thought you were better than that," was his curt reply.

"You know what?" she asked, turning to look at him, "You are so full of yourself."

"_I'm_ full of myself?" he asked, skeptically.

"Yes," she said, "You think you have all the answers—and you think you're right no matter what."

"You know all this from talking to me three times in your entire life?" he asked, raising his eyebrows challengingly.

"I read people," she said, "It's my job."

They stopped walking, and stared haughtily at each other.

"I don't want to fight with you," he finally said, his voice regretful. "Perhaps we can agree that we won't talk about your work. If you want to give me legal advice, so be it. But we'll avoid everything else that has to do with cases, attorneys, and other such stuff."

"Thanks," she said. "And honestly I'd like to keep my job so that's for the best."

He gave her a smile, which she returned. "We're good?"

"Yeah," she said, "We're good."

Something caught his attention, and he looked back at her, grinning, and then nodded in the direction he had been looking. She turned her head to see a couple, a couple yards off, kissing.

"Cute," she said.

"But a little… stereotypical," Hiccup said.

"Why do you say that?"

"We're in a park, it's a romantic breezy fall day… I don't know, seems a little cliché," he said, taking a sip of coffee.

"So you'd be against kissing in such a scenario?" she asked, and they continued walking down an adjacent path towards the center of the park.

"I never said that."

She grinned.

They reached the center of the park. There was a large tree in the middle. An acorn tree. "My uncle used to take me here all the time," she said, staring up at it.

Hiccup followed her gaze. "It's beautiful."

"Yeah…" she said. "It holds a lot of good childhood memories."

She was aware of him looking at her. She turned her head to meet his gaze.

"I really want to, uh, embrace you in a _non-_friend way," he said.

"No kissing," she instructed.

"Deal," he agreed, pulling her into an embrace.

* * *

><p><strong>AH! I'm so sorry this chapter is so short. That just seemed like the perfect place to stop :3<strong>

**Feel free to send me a review telling me what you thought of the chapter - I didn't have as much energy to edit as much as I usually do so forgive any typos/mistakes. If you see something feel free to send me a pm and I'll try to fix it.**

**Thanks and have a great week!**


	5. Cogitationes

**CHAPTER: Cogitationes (Thoughts)**

**BEFOREWORD: Hi all! Hope you enjoy this new chapter! **

* * *

><p>"Hofferson, do you have the OSC document finished?"<p>

She looked up to see Everfort standing in the entrance to her cubicle. "I'm working on it right now," she said, pointing at her laptop screen for emphasis. "I should have it done in about twenty minutes."

"Good," he said.

She waited for him to leave, and when he didn't, she said, "Is there anything else I can help you with?"

He ran a hand through his heavily and carefully styled hair. "Are you free tonight?" he asked.

She looked at her laptop screen, before looking back at him. Was he _asking her out?_ Didn't he realize how _inappropriate _that was? "Um… I…I'm _really_ not looking for anything at the moment—I have a lot of work to do and I just don't have time to—"

"Hey, I understand," he said, "I have a lot of work to do as well. We're in the same boat. I'm just saying, maybe we can go to lunch, maybe discuss this OSC case… I'm sure you have a lot to offer the case."

An enticing prospect, and in the past she would have taken him up on it, no matter the shame she would have felt going on anything resembling a date with _Everfort._ "Thanks for the offer," she said, "But I'm actually kind of involved with someone right now… If you ever want to get together to talk about the case, I'd be happy to—"

"Oh, well, that's okay," he said, using his hands to dismiss her in as friendly a manner as he could muster, "I just thought I'd offer. Have fun with… whoever the guy is—or girl," he added, "whatever."

She watched him leave, and then turned back to her laptop. Of course it was an exclusive offer. Unless it was a case she was directly involved in, she was never invited to lunches or outings with the men in the office. But she was still thankful she didn't have to spend _more_ time with Everfort. Being included as a playing member of the team was not quite worth it. But was she _involved_ with Hiccup? It had been two weeks since their walk in the park, and the embrace they shared was the end of their 'romantic involvement'. They've only seen each other three times in the first of the two weeks, once to a movie, another walk in the park, and take-out from an Indian restaurant. They hadn't even seen each other at all in the second week. He would text her sometimes, although rarely. He seemed unaccustomed to using a phone. She _tried_ not to text him often, but found herself doing so at times.

She checked her phone, but there was no text from him. She returned her attention to the open document on her laptop screen. She might as well get this done as soon as possible—to not give Everfort another excuse to come over and talk to her.

She squinted. Maybe she should text Hiccup. Ask him if he wanted to come over. Maybe he'll cook for her again.

She finished the document and sent it to Everfort. That was the second time someone had asked her out while she worked at this firm. The first was Heather, and at least Astrid had been receptive to her advances. Everfort was a _tool._ A complete asshat.

She picked up her phone and searched in her messages for Hiccup's thread, then began writing a message – _Hey, want to hang tonight?_

She watched her phone for a few moments before putting it down. Hiccup probably didn't know where his phone _was_ at the moment. She never went far without it. One could never know when someone needed to get ahold of her.

He responded an hour later – _Sure. How about my place?_

She stared at the message. His place? So far he hadn't talked about his place once, except that it was where he kept his cat. But he had to sleep _somewhere, _right? And contrary to her personal opinions, she was sure he didn't sleep under a bridge.

_Sure. Send me the address. – _She texted back.

A few moments later he sent a reply with his address on it. She squinted at it. If she wasn't mistaken, this address was in a sketchy part of town.

She replied, asking if he had given her the wrong address, to which he replied that it was correct.

_Alright, I'll see you at 8 – _she said, and then put her phone down. What was Hiccup doing in Zinon Heights? Surely with _his_ money, he could set up in a nicer part of town.

She made it through the rest of the day without much hitch, only having to interact with Everfort at the afternoon meeting. She was given some extra work on the OSC case by McClelland that kept her at work until nearly seven thirty, which was clearly payback for her blowing up at him for not putting her on the case in the first place. But she pushed that out of her mind as she walked out of the lobby and hailed a cab. Her firm's office was in the nicest part of town, far, far away from Zinon Heights. It would take an hour to walk there from the office. And besides, she didn't fancy walking alone in that area.

She paid the cab driver and got out of the cab, staring up at the old building in front of her. It was an old refurbished factory building made of brick, with tall wide windows. She walked to the door and found that it was locked. There was no intercom system to contact Hiccup with. Feeling increasingly uneasy standing by the side of the street, she dug in her purse for her phone. She pressed his number, and waited as it rang.

"_Yeah?"_ came his voice.

"I'm here," she said, "I can't get in."

"_Oh, right, I'll be right down," _he said, _"See you in a sec."_ He hung up.

She waited impatiently until the door opened to reveal him. He was wearing simple clothes, similar to what he had worn on what he considers their second date. "Come on in," he said, smiling at her. She smiled in return and walked through the door. He closed it behind her, and it locked with a _click._ It was dark inside, only a few of the ceiling lights working.

"I'm on the second floor," Hiccup said, taking her briefcase and started to jog up the stairs.

She followed at a slower pace, her heels only allowing a slow ascent. Hiccup was waiting for her on the second level when she reached it. They walked down the hall before stopping at a door. Hiccup opened it and walked through. "Welcome to my apartamento," Hiccup said, standing aside for her to walk through.

The first thing she noticed was that there were many objects in the open space, a studio apartment, albeit much larger than her own apartment. The second thing she noticed was the high ceilings and brick walls. The third was that there was very little, in any, furniture.

"What is all this stuff?" she asked, looking around. Almost all of what she saw looked foreign.

"Stuff," he said. "I've collected or been given all this stuff over the past six years. I sent a bunch of it to a storage locker here in the states while I traveled… since I never stuck around in one place too long. Thought I'd keep it here, to remind myself."

"This a big apartment," she said, "How much is the rent?"

"Rent and utilities is about a thousand," Hiccup answered.

"Only?" she asked, shocked. "This is a nice place."

"Yeah, well, the property value isn't that high, due to where it's located," Hiccup said, "Load of BS if you ask me."

"You didn't want to live in a nicer part of town?" she asked.

"This _is_ a nice part of town, if you bother getting to know its residents," Hiccup said.

She eyed him, not sure she liked the thought of that.

"You hungry?" he asked her. "I have pizza in the oven."

"Yeah, I'm starving. I came straight from the office," she said.

"I would ask if you had a good day, but we agreed not to talk about your work," he said, checking on the pizza after he placed her briefcase on the countertop.

She examined what looked like some kind of large copper bowl, when she heard a yowl. Jumping, she looked over to see a large black housecat standing on the ground a little ways off, hissing, his back arched.

"Don't worry Toothless, she's a friend," Hiccup called out from the kitchen area, as if talking to a human. "That's Toothless," he said, nodding to the cat.

"I can _see_ that," she said, noting that the cat was indeed _not_ toothless. "Is he going to scratch or bite me?"

"Not unless you try to hurt me," Hiccup said. "Go on, go pet him."

She eyed the cat skeptically, but he was starting to calm down now. She inched closer. "_Heeey_ Toothless," she murmured softly, "I'm just your… master's friend… Astrid…" she put out her hand, not sure if cats sniffed hands or not.

Toothless relaxed slightly as he sniffed her. She hesitantly and gently stroked his head. "He's a nice cat," she said, straightening. Toothless rubbed himself against her leg, purring.

"Yeah, he's great," Hiccup said. "Pizza's done."

He drew out the pan from the oven and placed it on a hot pad on the island. She walked over, Toothless in tow. The cat jumped onto a stool and then the counter to sniff the pizza.

"You made it?" she asked.

He nodded, "I hope you like lots of veggies."

He walked to the fridge and took out two beers, opening them and placing them on the counter as well, and then got plates. He cut the pizza with a knife and put a slice on each plate. She took her plate and a sat at the counter, as there was no table or couches to sit on. He sat beside her on the other stool. She tested the pizza with her finger, and found that it was still too hot, and set to blowing on it absentmindedly. "I'll have to cook for you sometime," she said.

"You like to cook?" he asked, surprised.

"I like to cook," she said indignantly.

"I just assumed you didn't because you have no food in your apartment except for frozen foods and store-bought sandwiches," he said.

"I _like_ to cook, I just don't have time to," she said. "My job keeps me busy."

Hiccup had started eating, so she took a few bites. "This is good, though," she said.

"Thanks," he said though a mouthful.

"Did you go to Italy?" she asked him.

"Nah," he said. "But pizza is pretty universal now. They have it all over the place."

She ate some more, eyeing Toothless who was sniffing the pizza, intrigued. "Toothless," Hiccup said warningly.

The cat sauntered off in the opposite direction, hopping off the counter onto the kitchen tiles. He rounded the corner, and sat next Astrid's stool, gazing up at her.

"Ignore him," Hiccup said, "He's just begging."

"I didn't know cats _begged,"_ Astrid said, returning to her pizza.

"Some do," he said, "Plus I swear Toothless is some kind of cat-dog hybrid."

They each had another slice, and when they were finished Hiccup started cleaning up, putting the leftover pieces in a glass container, which he then put in the fridge. He took some cooked, unseasoned chicken and gave it to Toothless.

"I thought you didn't want him to beg," she said as she washed the plates.

"I didn't want him to be rude," he said, "Doesn't mean he can't have a treat every once in a while."

"He's a cat," she said, "How can he be _rude?"_

"Animals are far more complex than humans give them credit for," Hiccup said.

Not entirely convinced, she picked up her beer and followed him into the living area. The only piece of furniture in the apartment, besides the stools at the counter, was an open futon, with a sheet, a comforter, and a few pillows.

They sat down on the ground, and Astrid was suddenly wishing she had worn a pantsuit, not a skirt. Hiccup was sitting cross legged, while she had to resign to sitting awkwardly with her legs together. He took a large swig of the beer and she took a sip as well, albeit a slightly smaller one. "So, how's your case going?" she asked him.

"Good, good," he said, "I think we may finally convince them."

"Convince them? I thought you wanted to sue them," she said.

"I'm not in it for the money," he said. "I mean, the causes I'm fighting for _need_ the money, sure. But that's not why we're doing this. We're doing this because…." He paused. "Because it needs to be done. We need to get through to them. This is the only way to _converse_ with them, and have them listen."

"I thought you said you already tried talking to them," she said, taking another sip of beer. Toothless came sauntering over, rubbing himself against her.

"I'm not one for drastic measures," he said. "I'm not a violent person. But these people, you can't even get _close_ to them normally. A law suit, and a good one at that, is the only way I can think of to get their attention."

"I still think it's stupid," she said. "The TRC is a powerful group. You don't want them as your enemy."

"I don't want to be their enemy," Hiccup said, "I mean… that's _not_ why I'm doing this. I'm doing this so we'll all be on the same page."

"You… expect them to change their minds?" she asked, staring at him like he grew two heads.

"I've got to try," he said, taking another drink.

She looked down at her own beer. "So…" she said, deciding to change the subject. "Have you decided what you're going to do for Thanksgiving?"

Hiccup shifted uncomfortably. "I… not really," he finished lamely.

"Why don't you call your dad?" Astrid suggested. "He's got to know you're in the city by now."

"Maybe," Hiccup agreed. "Still not sure if he's ready to see me."

"Are you sure it's not the other way around?" she asked. "I'm _sure_ he wants to see you—and I _know_ you want to see him. If you don't call him, I will."

Hiccup looked at her sharply. "What?"

"I don't have any family around," she said. "I wouldn't pass up a chance to see someone I care about just because I left without looking back six years ago."

"It's more than that," Hiccup said, "It's…" he trailed off.

"It's what?" she asked.

"Nothing," he said. "I'll call him."

"When?" she prompted.

"In the next week," he said.

"That doesn't leave him with much preparation time," she said. "But I'll take it."

"If I _do_ spend Thanksgiving with him, or not, either way, would you… like to join me?" Hiccup asked, staging the question carefully.

She kept her gaze on her beer. "Thanks," she said quietly, "But I have plans."

Take-out with Heather, and a visit to St. Alderforths. Just a typical holiday for her.

"Right, of course—I figured," he said quickly, "I just thought I'd offer. Just in case, you…didn't."

Hoping the awkward conversation would end and they could move on, she took a sip, saying, "I like your place."

"You said that already," he said.

"It's true."

"Well, thanks," he said. "You look nice in your work clothes. Very professional. Wouldn't want to see you in court unless you were on my side."

"My looks aren't the only reason," she said, smirking. "But thank you for the compliment."

The corners of his mouth twitched into a smile, and he leaned forward ever so slightly, almost as if leaning in for a kiss. If he hadn't moved away just as quickly, she would have found herself leaning in instinctively as well.

"What's that?" she asked, pointing at the large bowl that had gained her attention earlier.

"My Singing Bowl," Hiccup said, looking over. "I got that in Nepal."

Astrid began pointing to other objects, and Hiccup explained what they were. "What's that," she joked, pointing at the futon.

Hiccup turned to look at it, and then looked back at her, grinning. "That is where I sleep," he said, his tone serious.

"Ah, very important," she said, nodding just as seriously. She stood up, her legs somewhat numb and sore, and walked over to it, sitting down and bouncing slightly. It was comfortable, obviously on the nicer side. She fell backwards so she was half lying on it. Hiccup came into her view and sat beside her, falling back as well so they were lying side by side. "Comfortable," she said.

Hiccup grunted when Toothless jumped onto his stomach, and the cat sat and started kneading his shirt.

"Easy, Toothless," Hiccup said, but didn't make a move to push him aside. He looked over at Astrid, who returned his gaze.

They were so close, and Astrid felt her heart speed up slightly. Was he going to kiss her? "I'm still not looking for anything," she said softly.

"Me either," was his reply.

She didn't want to _date_ him, but Christ, did she feel like kissing him. She sat up to avoid doing anything rash, her arms slack in front of her. Hiccup sat up as well, holding Toothless. "The pizza was really great," she said. "Haven't had homemade pizza since I was… well, not for a long time."

"I _never_ had homemade pizza growing up," Hiccup said. "I spent a few weeks with this family in Thailand. They made pizza once a week for family night. Haven't had pizza that good since." He sighed wistfully, "I suppose a big loving family is an ingredient you can't buy."

The pain of this statement drove close to home, and Astrid shifted uncomfortably. "Call your dad," she said, finally. "Your family might not be big—but you at least have family around. Don't waste that."

He looked at her, petting Toothless absentmindedly. "Yeah…" he agreed. "I'll do it. Tonight."

She smiled, leaning forward and kissing him on the cheek. When she drew away, she found him looking at her, shocked and pleased. "What was that for?" he asked, curious.

She shrugged, smiling. "You looked like you needed cheering up," she said simply. She glanced at her watch. 11:39pm. She needed to get to her apartment. "I should be going," she said, standing.

"You wouldn't rather stay over?—not for anything—like that, just…" he shrugged, "Because it's late and you won't get to your place for a while?"

She got her coat and donned it, grabbing her purse. "I'm fine," she said. "I'm used to late nights." She dug in her purse until she found her phone, calling a cab, then retrieved her briefcase. "Will you walk me down?"

He nodded, standing. They walked to the door, and Toothless made to go through it, but Hiccup quickly closed it, pushing the cat away gently with his foot before it clicked shut. The cat yowled from the other side, but then was quiet. "He hates being left alone," Hiccup said, as they walked down the stairs. They reached the front door, and she paused, turning to look at him. The kiss on the cheek did little to sate her desire. They stood awkwardly, and she knew that he was aware of her conflict. Her phone rang; it was the cab company. "They must have been close," she said, waving her phone around a little. "Goodnight, Hiccup." She smiled at him and walked through the door and into the cab. The cab drove away, and she turned and looked out the back as Hiccup closed the door to the building.

She was finding it difficult to stay true to her 'no relationships' rule.

* * *

><p><em><strong>To be continued…<strong>_

**Next chapter… Astrid finally cooks for Hiccup. You all know what happens.**

**Have a great week! **


	6. Initium: Part II

**CHAPTER: Initium Part II **

**BEFOREWORD: This chapter is a little short… I had something planned for the end but then realized it made more sense for it to be in the next chapter, so this chapter got cut short a little. It is also not as edited as I usually prefer, due to me having bronchitis and not feeling very well… so excuse any mistakes please! Enjoy!**

* * *

><p>Astrid managed to turn the key of her lock and push the door open, despite the many bags of groceries she had in her arms. It was the most groceries she had bought at one time since she moved in. She kicked the door shut and walked to the kitchen, depositing the bags onto the peninsula. She began unpacking, unsure of what she was going to make. Not having any cookbooks, she bought a plethora of ingredients, many of which she had no idea their purposes. She had looked at recipe sites online while at work, but had come up with nothing. Hiccup was an experienced cook. An experienced cook with experienced tastes. She needed to sweep him off his feet.<p>

She glanced at her watch. It was seven. He was coming in two hours. She walked over to her desk and placed her briefcase and purse on it, taking out her laptop and turning it on. She turned on some music, and set to cooking. After everything was ready, she put the food on plates, making them as fancy as she could, and got out two wine glasses. She had just put everything on the coffee table when she heard the intercom buzz. She walked over to the door, pressing the speak button, and said, "Come on in," as she buzzed him in.

She waited impatiently for a few moments until she heard a knock on the door. She opened it, smiling. Hiccup, as promised, had a bottle of wine and he was carrying a bouquet of brightly colored dahlias, but her smile faltered when she saw that he was not dressed up. He was wearing a blazer, but he was wearing an old looking shirt with Southeast Asian lettering, worn jeans, and boots. "You look great," Hiccup said, handing her the flowers.

She did. She was wearing a nice, short, tightly fitted black dress, and elegant black heels. Her hair was pulled back in a lose bun. She looked nicer than the night of their date. She accepted the flowers and breathed in their scent for a moment, before saying, "Why the flowers? This isn't a date."

Hiccup shrugged, smiling.

She stepped aside for him to walk through. "It looks…amazing," he said, after a frown. She went to the kitchen to find something to put the flowers in, opening the wine while she was at it. Finding a vase and filling it with water and the flowers, she brought it out and put it on the coffee table as well. "Shall we sit?" she asked, and they sat together. "You really do look great," Hiccup said. "I thought this wasn't a date." He poured the wine.

"It's not," she said. "I can still dress to impress, regardless of whom I'm eating with."

Hiccup nodded his approval, taking his plate and a fork. He sniffed, frowned, and then put on a smile when her own faltered. "Are you going to eat?" he asked, fork poised.

"Of course," she said, picking up her plate as well. She cut a piece of chicken and was about to put it in her mouth, when she heard choking. She turned quickly to see Hiccup spluttering slightly. "What's the matter?" she asked, grabbing his wine and handing it to him. He accepted it and took a few large gulps.

"Nothing…" he said, "I just… it went down the wrong tube."

He took another sip, and then took a bite out of the salad, making a strained face while chewing, and then swallowing with a wince.

"Alright," she said, putting down her fork, "What's going on? Is it bad?"

"No, no," he said, albeit weakly. "It's good. It's really… good."

"Then what's with the faces?" she demanded.

"Nothing, it's good, I'm just…" he floundered.

She took a bite of the chicken, and chewed thoughtfully. "I don't see what the problem is," she said after swallowing.

Hiccup stared at her. "You're…" he shook his head.

"What, does it taste bad, or something?" she asked.

"No…" Hiccup said, elongating the word in a way that told Astrid he was lying. Now that she thought about it, Heather had quickly made her swear that she never cook for her…

"It's bad, isn't it," Astrid said, putting her fork down.

"No!" Hiccup said, taking a hasty bite of chicken, which would have been convincing if he hadn't made a face while clearly forcing himself to chew. He finally managed to smile, before sending her a not very reassuring smile, taking his wine glass and taking a few more gulps.

"Alright," she said, taking his plate and putting it on the coffee table. "Don't eat it. Let's get take-out."

"I can eat it…" Hiccup objected weakly.

"No," Astrid said, "I don't want you to hurt yourself. Let's just… get take-out or something."

"If you're sure," he said, taking another sip of wine.

"Yeah," she said, standing and putting his plate on top of hers. She dumped the food into the trash and stuck the dishes in the sink.

"You didn't have to throw it out," Hiccup protested.

"No," Astrid said, beginning to wash the dishes. "I did. Call someplace that delivers."

"Astrid," Hiccup seemed worried, "I mean—it wasn't _that_ bad."

She paused, hands covered in bubbles. She _hated_ that he was better than her at something, even if it _was_ cooking. She never felt much need to be a culinary expert, and honestly, the idea that as a woman she needed to be was archaic. It just killed her that he was better than her at it. And what's worse, he couldn't even _eat_ what she had made.

"Astrid?"

She paused, looking at him. "Yes?"

"Are you… okay?"

"Yes," she said, finishing the dishes and putting them on the rack to dry. "Call someplace."

"What do you want to eat?" he asked.

"I don't care," she said.

"Do you want me to cook something instead?" he asked.

"No!" she said. "I mean… I'd rather have take-out."

There was an awkward silence, and then Hiccup dialed a number and ordered. He sat on the couch until she was finished putting things away. She hesitated, hands on the counter, before joining him.

"I could have eaten it," he said. She wasn't sure if he was being honest. She wasn't sure if she wanted to _know._

"It's fine," she said, "Now that I think about it, no one else has liked my cooking… I just don't cook often, so I forget about it."

Another awkward silence hung in the hair, making it heavy and tense. "Really," she said, "It's fine. I just…won't cook for you, that's all."

"Want to watch something?" was Hiccup's reply.

"Sure," she grabbed the remote, turning the tv on. They watched the news for a short while, until the buzzer rang. She leapt up, turning the tv off, and walked to the door. She buzzed the delivery person through, and then waited for them to arrive at the door.

"I'll pay," Hiccup said, springing to his feet when she opened the door.

"No, I'll do it," was her curt reply. She paid the delivery girl, and closed the door. There were two bags, and both were heavy and warm. "What did you order?" she asked, forgetting that she was supposed to be upset in her anticipation of food.

"Vietnamese," he said. "Soup, rice, and spring rolls."

She perked up at this, and placed the bags on the coffee table. "I'll get silverware and cups."

When she got back, Hiccup had unpacked the food, and they set to dividing it up. They ate, chatting about how the weather had started to get cooler suddenly, and Hiccup told her about an invention he created that allowed people to filter their drinking water using recycled materials that didn't damage the environment. When they were finished, she leaned back, placing a hand on her stomach. "God, I ate so much…" she muttered. "But it was worth it." She looked over at him. "Did you get in contact with your father?"

Hiccup nodded, "I spoke with him yesterday. I called him—I didn't want the first time we spoke to be in person."

"What did you say?"

"I just said I was in town. I said I'd like to spend Thanksgiving with him, if he'd, you know, allow me to."

"And what did he say?" she asked.

"He was fine with it," he said. "Thankfully Thanksgiving is only three days away, or he might have suggested we see each other sooner than that."

"What would be wrong with that?" she asked.

He shrugged. "It's just awkward, that's all. He didn't exactly approve of me running off like I did. He wanted me to join the family business, learn the ropes, so he could retire and leaves things to me. But… I just wasn't into that. I wanted to do my own thing. Discover new places and animals, meet new people, and try to make a difference."

Astrid was silent. "I'm sure your father understands that," she said. "I'm sure he isn't still angry with you. If he was angry at all."

"He was angry," Hiccup said, nodding as if trying to convince himself of the fact. He looked at her. "What are you doing for Thanksgiving?"

She shrugged, "Getting take-out with a friend," she said. "Watching corny tear-jerking romcoms. The usual." A visit to St. Alderforths, but she wasn't going to tell _him_ that.

Hiccup laughed. "Sounds perfect," he said, a hint of sarcasm in his voice. "Well, if you want to have an awkward, tense dinner in a huge mansion in the outskirts of the city, you know who to call."

"Roger," she said, grinning at him. "How's your case going?"

"Good, good," he said, looking eager. "We're almost ready. Just another month or two. Want everything to be secure before we start. But we've got a good case, and I think we have a chance."

"I still think you're crazy," she said, drinking some water. "I mean, TRC isn't some flimsy organization. They're… they're pretty serious."

"_I'm_ pretty serious," Hiccup said. "And I'm pretty sure I'll be able to talk some sense into them. I'm good at that."

"Hiccup," she sighed. "That's not how I see this lawsuit going…"

"They're impossible to reach otherwise," Hiccup said, sounding slightly annoyed. "This is the only way to get them to listen."

"Whatever," she said, "Want to go for a walk?"

He frowned. "It's kind of late."

She shrugged. "This is a good part of town. I go walking around by myself all the time."

"Alright," he said. He stood, and they put on their coats. They left her apartment and she locked up, and then they left the building. They walked in silence, every once in a while pointing out something that seemed extraordinarily pretentious. Astrid found herself laughing more than once when Hiccup came up with hipster names and professions for people passing by, or made-up slogans for businesses. She linked arms with him, and felt him jump slightly at the contact, but then relax. They walked for a while, talking and laughing, arms linked together, until they circled around and found themselves at her apartment again.

"Hey Steve," Hiccup said, nodding at the old doorman, as they walked through the foyer.

"You know him?" Astrid asked.

"I had to ask him to lock up after we… you know," Hiccup said. "And we chat whenever I come over."

"I didn't even know his name," Astrid said.

"You'd be surprised the amount of interesting people you can meet when you stop being a pretentious twat."

Astrid swatted his arm.

"I'm joking," he laughed. "Well, not really."

"I'm not pretentious," Astrid protested.

He made a soft noise of disagreement.

"And you've stopped shaving," she said, rubbing her thumb against his chin.

His smile faltered slightly at her touch.

"No," she said, misinterpreting him, "I like it."

He took her hand away from his face and stepped away from her, gazing at her for a short while. They stood there, in front of the elevator, doing nothing but looking at each other. He opened his mouth to speak, but with a _ding_, the elevator opened and an old man and his dog walked out. Astrid and Hiccup hurriedly moved farther away from each other to make from for him. Once the man had passed, and the dog had properly greeted Hiccup, the two looked at each other again.

"I should really be going up," Astrid said.

Hiccup nodded, "Do you want me to bring you to your apartment?" he asked.

She shook her head, "Nah," she said, "I think I'm good."

Hiccup stuck his hands in the pockets of his jacket. "Then I'll be going," he said.

"Goodnight, Hiccup," she said.

"'Night, Astrid," was his soft reply. She turned and got into the elevator, and then pressed her floor number. Hiccup stood there, watching her, and she him, until the doors closed, and he was blocked from her view.

* * *

><p><strong>Again, so sorry this chapter is short… Let me know if you'd be interested in getting the next chapter sooner than next Saturday. Also feel free to drop me a review and let me know what you thought of the chapter :) I'd love to hear from you! I'll try to get back to you as soon as possible<strong>


	7. Initia

**CHAPTER: Initia (Beginnings)**

**BEFOREWORD: Hi Everyone! Since many of you expressed interest in getting an early chapter, I have decided to post it! I wanted to do it earlier in the week, but my computer was having difficulties so I had to get it fixed. But it's not Saturday yet, so I suppose it's still early ;)**

**Enjoy!**

* * *

><p><em>See you tonight – <em>read the text. _I'm bringing at least two bottles._

Astrid smiled. It was a long standing tradition that she and Heather spent Thanksgiving together. Her family lived on the west coast, Astrid's was… nonexistent. Either way, neither had anyone to celebrate the holiday with, so they spent the time together, starting the year they got together. When they broke up, they decided to make it a tradition. Astrid stood and tucked her phone into the pocket of her purse, and then put on her coat and scarf. She left her apartment, and hailed a cab.

"Where to?" came the guttural voice of the cab driver.

"St. Alderforths," Astrid instructed.

The cab driver took off. They reached the outskirts of the city, and he pulled into the parking lot of the hospital. She paid and got out, taking in a deep breath. How long had it been since she had last come here? Not since her first date with Hiccup. It was some time before that as well. She squared her shoulders and walked through the revolving doors, and up to the front desk.

The receptionist, an older woman by the name of Matilda with greying hair and golden horned rimmed glasses, looked up and smiled. "Astrid," she said, pleasantly, "What a lovely surprise. Haven't seen you in months."

Astrid winced slightly. Yet another reminder of her absence. "Just a quick visit today," she replied.

"Of course, of course," Matilda said. "Well, just sign here," she pushed the sign in sheet towards Astrid. Astrid signed quickly, and then pushed it back. She was handed a visitors pass, which she clipped to her shirt.

Matilda pressed the button that unlocked the doors, and Astrid pushed through. A few of the nurses and doctors smiled at her as she walked down the long hall. When she reached his door, she found it open, like always. He was sitting in his chair, by the window, as always. She knocked on the door, knowing it would yield no reaction from him. When there was no response, she walked through.

"Happy Thanksgiving, Uncle Finn," she said softly, walking over and standing next to him.

His blue eyes never left the brightly lit window, his arms, tight and bent, held close to his body, convulsed, along with the rest of his body.

She sat on the edge of his bed, looking out the window. She never knew what to say to him. She never knew if he even understood what she was saying. If he even heard her. "Nice day," she said, finally, still looking out the window. Looking at _anything_ but the man himself. Anything not to acknowledge the empty shell of the man she once knew and looked up to and loved.

They sat in silence for nearly half an hour, before a knock came at the door. She jumped, and looked over to see Dr. Hapshert standing there. She stood up and walked out of the room.

"I'm glad you came by," he said, once they were both in the hallway.

"How's he doing?" Astrid asked, looking at her uncle before looking away. He hadn't changed in all the years he's been here, for all this hospitals reputation.

"He's doing well," Dr. Hapshert said. "He's responding well to our treatment."

Astrid looked back at her uncle, doubting this.

"I know it must be hard," the doctor said, following her gaze. "I truly believes he appreciates when you visit."

Astrid doubted this as well. She doubted he even remembered who she was, let alone was aware when she was in the same room.

"Well, I have to finish my rounds," Dr. Hapshert said, "Happy Thanksgiving, Astrid."

She nodded, not really looking at him, before walking into the room again. She sat at the edge of the bed, watching her uncle as his body convulsed and shook. At times he would make a strange gurgling noise, more the muscles in his neck exercising than actual speaking. Soon, she found it too hard to look at him, so she looked out the window, matching his gaze. They sat in silence for nearly an hour, before she could not take it anymore and left.

She got a cab and took it to _Temptorals_, a gourmet sandwich shop whose food has become a staple for Thanksgiving dinner. She picked up the sandwiches and brought them to her apartment, sticking them in the fridge. She checked her watch. 7:30pm. Heather should be getting here soon. Hopefully with enough wine to drown the pathetic excuse for a day she's had so far. She sank into her couch, staring at her TV, when she heard the bell ring. The doorman knew Heather well enough that she could bypass the intercom exchange. Astrid walked over to the door and opened it. "Happy Thanksgiving," Astrid said, "I hope the day has been as shitty for you as it has been for me."

"Nice to see you too," Heather said, walking in. She had two bottles of red wine peeking out of her purse, and Astrid grabbed one bottle out of it and walked to the kitchen, grabbing a wine glass and pouring herself a full glass.

"Another shitty Thanksgiving, huh?"

Astrid took a long drink of her wine, before grinning at her friend. It was more of a 'bare of the teeth' then a smile. "I guess that's the price I pay for not having any family."

Heather shrugged. "You could always make your own family, you know," she said. "And I'm here—which means everything is great." She grabbed her own glass and poured herself some wine, albeit considerably less than Astrid. "I'm starving, where's the food?"

Astrid did grin genuinely this time, and walked to the fridge to draw out the bag. She unpacked, handing Heather her sandwich bag, and took her own. They disregarded eating ware, and walked to the couch, where they sat and began eating.

"So," Heather said, "What should we watch first?"

"What are our options?" Astrid asked.

"Well, there's the obvious ones_… 50 First Dates_, _Miss Congeniality, Clueless, How to Lose a Guy in 10 Days…_"

"Let's go with _Clueless_," Astrid said.

Heather dug into her purse and drew out the DVD, walking over to the player and putting it in. She sat back down and they continued to eat while they watched it. By the time they reached _Miss Congeniality, _Astrid's mind was starting to go numb. From the sheer amount of food she had eaten, or even the amount of alcohol she had consumed, she wasn't sure. Only a glass and a half, and with the food she ate, not quite enough to cause her to lose touch with reality. It must be the everlasting disappointment of earlier today. They were nearing the end of the movie when her doorbell rang again. Astrid and Heather looked at each other. Heather shrugged, and Astrid stood and walked to the door, peering through the peephole. She blinked and opened the door.

"Shouldn't you be at your father's house?" she asked.

Hiccup stood there, awkwardly smiling at her, before rubbing the back of his head. "Dinner finished—and I didn't really want to stay the night so…" he looked over her shoulder into the apartment. Astrid followed his gaze to see Heather waving at him.

"Come on in," Heather said.

"Oh, right," Astrid said, stepping out of the way. Hiccup walked in, hanging up his coat and scarf. Underneath, he was wearing clothing that actually looked good—even new. "I'm Hiccup," he said, walking over to the couch.

"I know," Heather said, reaching out and taking his hand. "I'm Heather."

"Nice to meet you," he said, sitting down beside her.

Astrid walked and sat in the plush chair perpendicular to them, and watched as the two chatted for a moment. "So what did you come here for?" she asked.

Hiccup frowned, and then said, glancing at Heather for a moment, "I wanted to talk to you, I guess."

Astrid frowned as well. Did that mean that his dinner with his father went well, or badly? "Want some wine?" she asked him, motioning to the bottle. "I'll get you a glass."

"Thanks," he said.

She stood and fetched him a glass. He took a sip, and then held the glass in his hand.

"So," Heather said, "You're 'the guy'."

"'The guy'?" Hiccup asked, frowning again.

"Yeah, the guy Astrid is seeing," Heather nodded at Astrid for emphasis.

Hiccup and Astrid feebly protested, until Heather laughed and said, "Hey, I'm just repeating what Everfort said. He told me that Astrid was seeing someone—I just assumed that was you."

Hiccup looked at Astrid curiously. "Well, I don't _think_ so," he said.

Astrid shrugged. "Everfort is a tool—I just said that so he'd leave me alone and not try to rope me into going on a date with him."

"Ah, well," Hiccup said, "In that case you can say we're involved all you want."

"Thank you," Astrid said, winking at him.

His eyebrows rose and fell a few times in response, and Astrid chuckled, almost a giggle. She caught Heather watching her, a small smile on her friend's face. She gave her friend a half-hearted glare before returning her attention to Hiccup. "So, how did your dinner with your father go?"

"Good, good," Hiccup said, "But we can talk about that later. You two… you two work together?"

"Right," Heather said, nodding. "We started around the same time. We were the only female attorney's at the time—"

"That hasn't changed," Astrid interrupted.

"Yeah," Heather agreed, "Unfortunately."

"So obviously we became close," Astrid said.

"Yes," Heather said, "We did."

There was a long silence, before Hiccup ventured, "You two were…"

"We were a couple," Astrid said. "For a short time, at least."

Hiccup nodded. "You two work well together—I'm not surprised."

"It doesn't bother you?" Astrid asked him, watching him carefully.

Hiccup shrugged. "We're not a couple, remember? And besides, it wouldn't change how I think about you. I have past relationships I'm still friends with. That wouldn't bother you, right? Same thing."

Astrid resisted a smile, and she saw Heather smile as well. "You know, for two people who claim that nothing is going on, you two certainly _act_ like something is going on," Heather said. Before either Hiccup or Astrid could protest, she suddenly yawned, big and overacted, and said, "I'm tired, I should probably be going. Will you guys be finishing the movie?"

"Uh, yeah, sure," Astrid said.

"You can bring it to work tomorrow," Heather said, standing. "Night, you two."

Astrid stood and walked Heather to the door.

When they stood, one on either side of the entrance, Heather turned and whispered, "Go for it."

"What?"

"Go for it," Heather said. "Come on—you can't claim you don't see it. You were practically eye humping him since he arrived and I don't want to say what he's doing to _you_ in his mind—I'm a Catholic woman. Go. Get. Him."

Astrid chuckled and wished her friend a goodnight, closing the door. She walked back to the living area and pressed play, the movie starting up. They watched for approximately five minutes before Astrid realized that Hiccup was not interested in the film. She turned the TV off, and turned to face him. "So," she said, "How _did_ dinner with your dad go?"

"Good," Hiccup said. "Really good. It was… a little awkward at first—but he told me he's proud of me." Hiccup hesitated. "I've _never_ felt like I've measured up to my dad's expectations. Still don't. But… I feel like he… he understands me a little better now. I told him about my case—he agrees it's important. He thinks I'm crazy for going up against TRC, but…" Hiccup smiled, "He's not angry with me for leaving. He understands, he says. I'm not sure if that's true, but at least… at least things aren't tense. We're going to meet up once or twice a week… when we have time. It's good. It's really good."

Astrid smiled, for the first time that day her spirits lifting. "I'm so glad," she said, only a slight twinge of envy running through her. She reached out and placed her hand over his. "I told you it would be okay."

"Yeah," Hiccup said, looking at their hands. He shifted his hand so his fingers entwined hers, which gained her attention as well. He rubbed her hand with his thumb, and she suddenly became aware of him looking at her. He didn't lean it. He wouldn't. She took in a deep breath, and closed the distance between them, her lips a breath away from his.

"This is okay, isn't it?" she whispered, her heart pounding.

"Perfectly acceptable for friends," he said softly in return.

"Good," she said, meeting his lips. It was soft at first, slow and methodical, and then grew in intensity and yearning.

His hand left hers and found itself on her waist, leading her into his lap. Her hands found their way into his hair. His beard, for it was nearly a beard now, scratched her face, but she didn't care. She needed him. She couldn't get enough. Finally, they broke apart, breathing heavily as they caught their breath.

Hiccup looked at her, a plea in his eyes.

"Yeah," she agreed, "Not acceptable for friends."

They kissed again, short and passionate.

"Thank God," he moaned, as they stood and moved to the bedroom.

* * *

><p><em><strong>To be continued…<strong>_

**This chapter is somewhat shorter than I anticipated… but hopefully the way I left it off will have made up for that! I will be posting the next chapter on Saturday as usual :) **

**If you feel like it, I'd **_**love**_** hear from you guys of what you thought of this chapter… it always makes my day when I get reviews :)**


	8. Directionem

**CHAPTER: Directionem (Direction)**

**BEFOREWORD: I was away all day in another state at a presentation and for a while was worried I wouldn't get this chapter edited in time… but I prevailed :) Enjoy!**

* * *

><p>Astrid opened her eyes. The events of last night came back to her, and she smiled, turning to look at Hiccup, only to find that she was alone. She sat up, looked around, and then at the clock. It was nearly seven o'clock. At least she wouldn't be late for work again. She heard a noise from the kitchen, and climbed out of bed, slipping on her pj's, and opening her bedroom door. She stood there, watching as Hiccup fiddled about in the kitchen, wearing only boxer shorts.<p>

"What are you doing?" she asked, after taking a moment to admire the view. He was lean, yes, but was still somehow muscular. Lithe.

He stopped, turning to look at her, and smiled. "I was going to make breakfast," he said. "But I can't really find anything other than toaster waffles and cereal."

She shrugged. "I'd say let's go out, but I'd rather not be late for work—again."

"How about coffee?" he suggested.

She nodded, grinning at him. "Sounds good," she said, before taking another look at him.

"Hey now," he said, walking up to her, "That's not really a fair fight." He kissed her gently on the mouth. She grinned up at him. "Let's get dressed," she said. "I don't want to be rushed."

He nodded and followed her into the bedroom, where they quickly dressed. It took some time before Astrid was ready to leave, and she could have _sworn_ the old doorman winked at her as they left the building. They walked, chatting about insignificant things until they reached the coffee shop and got their drinks, waited a moment to eat their muffins, and headed towards her work.

"So…" she said, taking a generous sip of coffee. "Where does this leave us?"

Hiccup glanced at her, and then took a sip of his coffee. "Wherever you want it to," he said.

"You have no preference?" she asked, curious.

He looked down at her, eyebrows raised. "There's a certain outcome I'd _prefer_, but I'd rather it be mutual."

She took her time answering, and she bit back a smirk when she could feel his apprehension grow. "Well," she said finally, "There's a certain outcome I'd like as well."

"Mind telling me what that is?" he asked.

She stopped walking, and he quickly followed suit. "I'm thinking," she said, looking him in the eye, "That I need to reevaluate my 'No relationships' policy."

She grinned up at him, and he return the grin. "Works for me," he said, closing the distance between them and kissing her. She moaned slightly, and when they broke apart, her grin widened. "This could be fun," she said.

"_Could_ be?" he asked, raising an eyebrow.

She bit her lip, "I wish we had more time before I have to go to work, but I suppose we have all the time in the world."

"All the time," he agreed. "But I'm sure you have time for one more kiss."

She made a show of thinking, unable to keep the grin off her face, before kissing him quickly on the mouth. Their hands were full with food and drink, but he managed to prolong the kiss. All of a sudden, Astrid was filled with a great sense of peace. Yes, she thought, this was right.

* * *

><p>Astrid walked through the elevator doors into the office, unable to keep the smile off her face.<p>

"I can guess what happened," Heather said, falling into step with her, "But I'd like to hear for sure."

Astrid shrugged, "What's there to tell?" she asked, entering her cubicle and placing her briefcase and purse on the desk.

"Come _on," _Heather said, leaning on the wall of the cubicle. "You can't leave me hanging like that. Now, I know _something_ happened, I just want to know…" she trailed off suggestively.

Astrid sank into her chair, leaning back and stretching. She found herself grinning. "Yeah, something happened," she said. "He stayed over."

"_Nice_," Heather said.

"And… we're going to try being together," Astrid said, looking at her friend, before her grin widened.

"Look at _you,"_ Heather said, grinning back. "Now I feel like you owe me some thanks…"

"_What?"_ Astrid asked, raising an eyebrow skeptically, "Why do I owe _you_ thanks?"

"Oh, I don't know," Heather said, "Because of me you're hooking up with your one true love?" The joke earned a laugh from the both of them.

"I don't know about _love," _Astrid said honestly, gathering her notes and laptop up. "But if I owe anyone thanks, it's our mutual friend who set us up." She made a note _not_ to thank Ruffnut however. "Come on, we'll be late for our meeting," she said, standing and walked towards the conference room, Heather in tow.

* * *

><p>She arrived at his front door later that day, and texted him to tell him she had arrived.<p>

A few moments later, the door opened and he appeared.

"Hey—"

"Don't talk," she said, crossing the threshold and grabbing his sweatshirt, pulling him into a heated kiss. Caught by surprise, he hesitated at first, before leaning into the kiss, wrapping his arms around her waist and drawing her closer. "I've been waiting all day to do that," she whispered throatily in his ear.

"I hope you explore those thoughts," he replied.

"Come on," she said, as the door shut behind him and locked. They managed to find their way to the second level, taking their time, touching as much of the other as they could. He opened his door and they entered, and he kicked the door shut. "Take off your shirt," she ordered.

He obliged, first removing his sweatshirt, then the T-shirt underneath that. She nodded her approval and threw off her own coat, blazer and removed her blouse, leaving her bra. She wrapped her arms around his neck, kissing him deeply, when she heard purring down at her feet.

She and Hiccup looked down to see Toothless sitting, gazing up at them with large green eyes.

"I don't feel comfortable doing this in front of your cat…" she said quietly.

"Yeah, this place isn't really… private," he agreed. "We could always go into the bathroom."

"No thanks," she said, quickly picking up her shirt and putting it back on. She looked over to see Hiccup watching her longingly. "Cheer up," she grinned. "We can go to my place later."

"I'd like us to sometimes hang out here," he said. "Toothless will get lonely if I'm never home."

"I guess we don't have to do it every time we hang out," she said. "Hey, I'm disappointed too," she pointed out when he shrugged. "I've been waiting for this all day."

"Then let's go to your place, now," he said.

She nodded. "Good idea. Sorry Toothless, we got to go."

The cat yowled when they began putting their clothes and jackets on.

"Sorry, bud," Hiccup said, bending over and scratching Toothless apologetically under the chin. "I'll be back."

"Not soon, though," Astrid said as they left the apartment. They called a cab and took it to her apartment, by now having calmed down enough that they entered and reached her apartment like normal, sane people. She unlocked her door and they stepped through. She closed it behind her, leaning against it, as Hiccup stood a few feet away.

"So…" Hiccup said, looking around awkwardly, "Now…"

"Take. Your. Shirt. Off," was her firm response.

He obliged, taking off his tops.

She walked up to him, removing her own clothes. She heard his breath hitch. "Let's take this to the bedroom," she whispered. Grabbing his hand and pulling him along.

* * *

><p>Their hands were entwined, fingers playing with each other. "I've never had a boyfriend before," she noted. "I mean, I've been with guys—but it was never serious."<p>

"Same," Hiccup said.

"_Really?" _she asked, looking at him with raised eyebrows, a smirk on her lips.

"I mean," he said quickly, "Same situation—but with girls—for me. Never with a guy," he said. "I've had a couple 'would be' serious relationships, but they never panned out."

"Lucky for me," she said, snuggling closer to him.

"Lucky for me, too," he replied, kissing her nose.

She shifted onto her back, staring up at the ceiling. "I assume you need to get back soon," she said.

"Right, Toothless," he said, frowning. "Yeah, I should probably get back…" he sat up.

"I can come with you," she said, sitting up when he left the bed and started getting dressed.

"But—"

"We don't have to do it, we can just sleep in the same bed," she said. "Sex isn't the only thing in a relationship. Not if it's an actual relationship."

Hiccup nodded. "Alright then," he said.

She got up and began getting dressed, and they took a cab to his apartment. Toothless was at first a little miffed at having been left behind, but he soon climbed between them as they lay on Hiccup's bed. Astrid was not sure where this relationship was going, but she knew, at least, it was headed in a good direction.

* * *

><p><strong>Ahahaha sorry this chapter is <strong>_**so unbelievably short**_**. And it's pretty much unedited because I'm exhausted from traveling… so please excuse any mistakes. It's kind of a boring and mundane chapter to write so I decided to cut it short, but at least it's coming off the coattails of another chapter so… **

**ALSO it should be noted that this chapter was rewritten a few times because I kept accidentally writing smut. No really, this chapter was originally very, very steamy and detailed. But at a T rating and this sites rules to boot (shakes head sadly) it was not meant to be.**

**If you feel so inclined, leave me a review of what you thought of the chapter! And I'll get back to you as soon as possible :)**


End file.
